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FRIENDSHIP'S GIFT. 



LINES TO FLORENCE. 

WINTHROP M. FRAED. 

Long years have passed with silent pace, 

FIoreDce ! since you and I have met ; 
Yet — when that meeting I retrace, 

My cheek is pale, my eye is wet ; 
For I was doomed from thence to rove 

O'er distant tracts of earth and sea, 
Unaided, Florence ! save by love ; 

And unremembered — save by thee ! 
We met ! and hope beguiled our fears — 

Hope, ever bright, and ever vain ; 
We parted thence in silent tears, 

Never to meet — in life — again. 
The myrtle that I gaze upon, 

Sad token by thy love devised. 
Is all the record left of one 

So long bewailed — so dearly prized. 
You gave it in an hour of grief, 

When gifts of love are doubly dear ; 
You gave it — and one tender leaf 

Glistened the while with Beaut's tear. 
1 



14 friendship's gift. 

A tear — oh ! lovelier fiir to me, 

Shed for me in my saddest hour, 
Than bright and flattering smiles could be, 

In courtly hall, or summer bower. 
You strove my anguish to beguile 

With distant hopes of future weal ; 
You strove ! — alas ! you could not smile, 

Nor speak the hope you did not feeL 
I bore the gift Affection gave, 

O'er desert sand and thorny brake. 
O'er rugged rock and stormy wave, 

I loved it for the giver's sake ; 
And often in my happiest day. 

In scenes of bliss and hours of pride. 
When all around was glad and gay, 

I looked upon the gift — and sighed : 
And when on ocean, or on clift. 

Forth strode the Spirit of the Storm, 
I gazed upon thy fading gift, 

I thought upon thy fading form ; 
Forgot the lightning's vivid dart. 

Forgot the rage of sky and sea, 
Forgot the doom that bade us part — 

And only lived to love and thee. 
Florence ! thy myrtle blooms ! but thou, 

Beneath thy cold and lowly stone. 
Forgetful of our mutual vow. 

And of a heart — still all thine own — 
Art laid in that unconscious sleep. 

Which he that wails thee soon must know. 
Where none may smile, and none may weep. 

None dream of bliss — or wake to wo. 
If e'er, as Fancy oft will feign. 

To that dear spot which gave thee birth 
Thy fleetmg shade returns again, 

¥o look OD kirn thov kiv'dst en eardr, 
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It may a moment's joy impart, 

To know that this, thy favorite tree, 
Is to my desolated heart 

Almost as dear as thou could'st be. 
My Florence ! soon — the thought is sweet! 

The turf that wraps thee I shall press ; 
Again, my Florence ! we shall meet, 

In bliss — or in forgetfulness. 
With thee, in Death's oblivion laid, 

I will not have the cypress gloom 
To throw its sickly, sullen shade, 

Over the stillness of my tomb : 
And there the 'scutcheon shall not shine, 

And there the banner shall not wave ; 
The treasures of the glittering mine 

Would ill become a lover's grave : 
Bat when from this abode of strife 

My liberated shade shall roam, 
Thy myrtle, that has cheered my life. 

Shall decorate my narrow home : 
And it shall bloom in beauty there. 

Like Florence in her early day ; 
Or, nipped by cold December's air. 

Wither — like Hope and thee — away. 



WILL THE WIZARD 



BY JOHN NEAL. 



Somewhere about two hundred and fifty years ago, 
a boy, with plentiful brown hair, a saucy though ^1- 
ish mouth, very red lips, and large clear hazel eyes, 
appeared lounging over a sort of handbarrow, at the 
door of a small shop in a little one-story village of 
England. He wore no hat — he was barefooted —*- 
and his bosom was all open. It was market-day, and 
the principal street was a crowded thoroughfare. The 
shop stood end to the street, with a high pointed roof, 
one door, a large window below and a small one above. 
Though built of brick and mortar, there was a frame- 
work outside — a sort of skeleton — as though some- 
body had put it together in a hurry, as people do 
shoes, and forgot to turn it — or left the staging up. 
Fashions have altered since. People put the best leg 
foremost now — their best furniture outside.' Our 
very women understand this ; and as for our men — 
what are they, but women turned inside out ? 

At the shop-window, half leaning out, half lying, ap- 
peared a middle-aged man, with a red worsted night- 



wnji zm wuABD. 17 

cap, set awry over oiie ear, his shirtrsleeves rolled up 
above iihe elbows, and a leather apron, pulled jauntily 
and coquettishlj aside, so as to reveal a new suit of 
underclothes — and a belt of protuberant linen, push- 
ing out over the waistband, like a wreath of snow. 
He was evidently a man of consideration thereabouts 
— a good-natured, portly personage — a man of sub- 
stance, and acquainted with everybody. About the 
door, lay piles of sheepskins, and great rools of cloth, 
" in the gray " — a^d in the window, were heaps of 
wool, the whitest and cleanest you ever saw. 

The busy multitude swept by, hour after hour — 
and the boy followed them with his eyes, but he saw 
them not : gibe after gibe was interchanged with his 
fa&er — salutation after salutation — but he heard 
them not. He was like one asleep, under the orange 
trees, that grew by the wayside — through which, 
the rest of the crowd were pouring, as with the tread 
of trampling nations. It was a great solitude about 
him — a solitude, like that of the mountain-top or the 
searshore. He was afar off, worshipping underneath 
a strange sky, in the heart of a rocky wilderness — 

Where, since tbera walked the Everlasting God, 
No living foot hath been. 

Ws fellow-creatures were like shadows to him ; their 
voices, a doubtful echo — a distant and perpetual 
murmur, like the uninterrupted song of the sea^diell. 
To him, they were creatures of anotiier world-— 
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creatures of earth. Nevertheless, he loved them — 
and pitied them ; for his yomig heart was already 
overflowing with human sympathies — aching with 
generous and fiery hope. There was a settled expres- 
sion of sweet seriousness about his mouth — but, 
occasionally a smile would appear, playing for a mo- 
ment there, like sunshine — it would pass away, too, 
like simshine — and there would be left nothing but 
the imperturbable serenity — the more than mortal 
gravity of a superior nature. Alike fitted for com- 
panionship with the lowliest and the loftiest, he had 
no language for either. The Future was in travail — 
and there were types and shadows marshalling them- 
selves before him, and sceptres and crowns tumbling, 
and rolling, and glittering about his path. "Hh 
youthful spirit was undergoing a transfiguration. A 
something strange — awful — unintelligible to him- 
self, was beginning to stir within the great deep of his 
heart. The foundations thereof were a^tated — 
flashes of fire passed before him — and thunders 
uttered their voices. 

The sun rolled up higher and higher, and the sun- 
shine streamed hotter and hotter upon the boy's \mcov- 
ered head, and played with hia ghttering hair, until it 
radiated and sparkled about his transparent temples 
and haughty forehead, as with the splendors of poetry. 
And his wide-open eyes were illuminated to their very 
depths, as with inward fire — and appeared listening, 
as to imeartJily music ; and his voluptuous mouth was 
touched with unspeakable fervor. 
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. And the multitade swept by him forever and ever ; 
and all the wonders of earth went over his young 
heart, like the shadows of the empyrean over the 
fathomless tranquiUity of a vast imtroubled sea. And 
there were strange whisperings about him, and yet 
stranger music — audible influences — the sweet chirp* 
ing of birds among apple-blossoms — the steady roar 
of the multitudinous ocean — the perpetual chiming 
of the stars — the rattling of the spring-brooks over 
pebbles and among the roots of old trees, and a ring- 
ing, like the voices of children at play by the sea- 
shore. 

What, Will ! — Will, I say ! why, what 's the boy 
dreamin' about, now ? Wake up, Will ! wake up ! 
Thou 'It never be a man, boy, an' thou spendest thy 
days half asleep i' the sunshine, so ! 

Father ! — dear father — an' it please ye, 1 've no 
desire to be a man-boy. 

Ah, Willy, Willy! — an' thee don't alter afore 
thy beard blossoms, thou 'It not Uve out half thy days. 

An' I live out all my nights, fiather, I do n't care 
for the days. 

Hoity toity — this comes o' droppin' asleep, Uke 
the flowers in the sunshine — playing with the tassel 
of his night-cap, as he spoke — it was Uke a full-blown 
thistle-top. 

An' it please ye, father, flowers do n't drop asleep 
in the sunshine — at the worst, they but dream a 
little, as I do : but I was n't asleep, father. 
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No, no — I warrant me ! no more than &oa wast 
t' other day, when the Bible dropped out o' thy hands 
upon the church floor. 

An' waked the parson, father. 

Oh, my poor boy! sleep or no sleep, asleep or 
awake, thou 'rt the strangest he m all Warrickshire 
— added the father, readjusting his night^^ap with a 
petulant twitch — and if thou do n't cure thyself o' 
these idle pranks, I '11 — I'll — zounds! ifldon't — - 

What, father ? 

Bind thee 'prentice to an attorney. 

Why, dad ! you would n't, though. 

Yes, but I would, though — or to a chimney-sweep. 

Oh, as to that, father, I 've not a word to say. 

Thou graceless vagabond ! — that would suit thee, 
would n't it ? I verily believe it would. 

The t)oy laughed, and began to whistle. 

Here, the attention of. the father was called off; 
but he returned to the window, after a few minutes, 
and renewed the conversation — evidently pleased 
with the boy's pertness. 

Not asleep, hey ? 

No, father, not asleep. 

Dreaming, though ? 

Ay ! that I was! And angels were about me like 
birds, father ; waters, like sin^g creatures. 

Fiddle4e4ee ! 

Yes, father ! And the summeivwinds blew^ and 
the sunshine flashed tibrough the wet green leaves. 
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till they shivered and sparkled Hke live butterlBiea : 
and I thought, father — Oh, my dear father, you 
must let me look at the great sea before I die ! 

Is the boy mad ? 

No, father ! But there was a huge wide feeling 
somehow, all about me-r-it came up, with one yaet, 
long, steady heave, like the Ocean we read of — not 
like the undulations of a newly-found spring in the 
wilderness, or a fountain bubbling up among straw- 
berry-blossoms. 

The old gentleman stared with astonishment — the 
people stared — and before he knew it, he was walk- 
ing fore and aft the shop, and whistling too, with all 
his might and main. 

Yes, father ! And I saw the Wonders of the great 
deep, holding council together : Leviathans at play — 
Robin Goodfellow, astride of a swift dolphin, with gold 
and blue burnished scales — mighty ships, holding on 
their way, with the instinct of birds, to the ends of the 
earth — stars, dropping fire — and the great Sea 
flashing to the wind. 

The father stopped — gazed at the strange boy 
with brimming eyes, for a moment, and then walking 
forth, he laid his two hands reverentially upon his 
upturned forehead, saying — The Lord be with thee ! 
and prosper thee, thou wonderful creature ! Others 
may believe thee underwitted, or beside thyself, my 
poor boy ; but, in the eyes of one who knows thee 
better, much better, thou art tiie type of something 
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unheard of in the history of mankind. Awake, there- 
fore ! — stand up ! and thy foolish old &ther will 
stand up with thee ! 

Here the people began to whisper together — and 
the boy, understanding by their eyes what another 
might have understood only by their language, drew 
his father into the shop ; while the multitude slowly 
went their way — the foremost, tapping his forehead 
with his finger — the next, thrusting his tongue into 
his cheek, as he turned the comer — and all the rest 
iraggmg their heads. 

And now, Willy, my boy — said his fibther, doffing 
bis red night-cap, and wiping his bald pate, with a 
portentous flourish — I do n't care ihcU; for the knaves ! 
(snapping his fingers) and from this day forth, instead 
<rf being tied to the shop, as they would have thee, 
thou shalt have books to read, and clothes to wear : 
and it shall go hard but thy old father '11 make a gen- 
tleman of thee, in spite of their talk, (fetching the 
boy a slap on the back ;) what d 'ye think o' that, 
you dog, you ? 

Thank ye, father ; but I 've no desire to be a gen- 
tleman. 

No desire to be a gentleman ! 

No, father, an' it please ye. 

And why not, Willy ? 

Because, fiftther — 

JBeccmsBj father — because what, my boy? — 
what 's the matter with thee ? — why dost turn away 
thy face ? Out with it, my boy — because what f 



WILL TfiB WlMJOMf* 9S 

Because I 've observed that no woman ever falb in 
love with a genUefnan^ father. 

Odds, my Ufe ! — how shouldst thou know anything 
about love ? 

I say — father — 

Well, what now ? — leave playin' with thy fingers, 
and answer me. Qod 's Efe ! as her majesty saith — 
but I shall be out of 9il patience with thee ! if thou 
speak not soon. 

Father ! — 

WeU — 

Did ye ever happen to see old Hathaway's daugh- 
ter? 

Which daughter ? — Mary ? 

Marjr indeed ! — why, Mary is a child. 

A child, hey ? — older than thou, by almost a year, 
my boy. 

Yes, father ; but not old enough — an' it please ye 
•— for me. 

What — hey!— ^ let me look into your eyes, you 
young rogue, you ! Thou 'rt not thinking of Ann$ 
Hathaway, I hope — hey ? 

And why not, father ? Is n't she the bravest girl in 
Warrickshire ? — did n't you tell mother so yoursdf, 
notamonthago? 

To be sure I did ; and as beautiful as brave. 3ak 
htm, in the name of all the saints, earnest thou to know 
anything about Anne Hailiaway ?-^why,. sh&'» oU 
enooj^ to ber tky mo4her, th<m scapegvaee. 
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No, father, not quite — only seyen years and four 
nM>ntlis older, come next Michaelmas. 

But how earnest thou acquainted with her, I say ? 
Answer me that, Willy. 

I 'm not acquainted with her, sir. 

Not acquainted with her ? 

No sir ; I never saw her but once. 

And when was that, pray ? — thou mouthful of gjQit 
^gerbread. 

When you took me to Kennilworth, to see the 
diow. 

What ! four years ago, when thou wast but thir- 
teen years of age ? 

Yes, father. 

And there thou saw'st Anne Hathaway ? 

Yes, father. 

And what then ? — ^ 

Nothing, father. 

Boy — boy — I tviil be answered ! There 's a 
mystery here, and it must be cleared up. It must, 
and it shall. 

The boy's lip trembled — a tear stood in his eye — 
and he breathed hard for a moment ; and then plant- 
ing his foot, and upheaving his forehead to the sky, 
and speaking with a voice he had never employed 
before, he continued. 

The mystery shall be cleared up, father. You shaU 
be satisfied. I saw Anne Ebkthaway when the Queen 
spoke to her, and all eyes were upon her : I saw her 
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■when she brought the flowers to lay at her majesty's 
feet : and I saw her, when the great lord of Leicester 
would have snatched a kiss from her — and she flung 
him off, and bounded away like a startled fawn : — I 
saw her steal back to her father's cottage; and 
though she was told that the Queen herself had 
inquired for her, she would n't return to Kennilworth 
again till the pageant was all over. 

And that 's true, my boy — I 've had it all from 
her father himself, who told her the Queen had 
inquired for her, as the rosebud of Warrickshire. 
But, what has all this to do with thy not being a 
gentleman ? 

I do n't know, father ; but I do n't like these gen- 
tlemen, that wear white gloves, and go fingering their 
way through the wilderness, afraid to wet their feet, 
afraid to laugh, and afraid to pray. I know she 's a 
woman, father — a gro"v\Ta woman ; but what of that ? 
I can't help thinking my chance would be better than ' 
that of any o' these gaudy popinjays — these genUe- 
men J forsooth — if I had but the courage to speak to 
her. 

My poor silly boy ! 

Call me anything but a boy, father ; I can't bear 
that. I have been a man ever since I first saw Anne 
Hathaway ; she has never been out of my head since 
— I dream of her — I go out and lie down under- 
neath the old trees of the park, yonder, and look at 
the deer and the bright birds, till I drop asleep, and 

2 
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&6n she always appears to me — just as I saw her at 
Kennilworth, blushing and courtesying and stammer- 
ing, with all eyes wondering at her beauty — and 
then running^off, with lord Leicester looking after her. 
Oh, but she 's a rare girl ! and with your leave, my 
dear father — now don't be angry, will ye ? 

Can't promise thee, my boy ; thou 'It make a fool 
o' thy father, yet — mad as a March hare. Well, 
with my leave — why do n't ye speak ? 

With your leave, (flinging both arms about his 
father's neck, and whispering in his ear) — 

What ! (starting up, and laughing as if he wotdd 
split himself.) What ! Thou wilt marry Anne Hatha- 
way — God's life! as her majesty saith — thou'rt a 
precious fellow of thy inches ! By my faith ! I should 
like to hear thee pop the question. And here he 
burst forth into another obstreperous peal of laughter. 

The boy looked astonished — mortified — grieved 
to the very heart : his color came and went — and 
there was a bright small dew upon his upper lip, 
which instantly disappeared, as if breathed upon by a 
blast from the desert. 

Should you, father ? — said he at last, in reply — 
should you indeed ? 

Of a truth, should I. 

Then go with me to her faftier's ; for, so help me 
God! I'll put the question to her before I sleep! 
Boy or no boy, father — I '11 know from her own lips, 
whether it is a lying spirit, or the awful instmct of 
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isrvSij which has kept me awake for long years, 
dreaming of that girl as my future companion — yea, 
father, as my future mfe. Night and day have I 
dreamed of her — year after year have I prayed for 
her — all that appears wonderful in my character or 
my language, or wild in my behavior — all that I 
know or wish to know — all my hopes and all my 
fears are connected with her. Why, Sir! It was 
but yesterday that I fell asleep, thinking of her, 
under the great oak by the river, there — and I 
dreamed a dream, father — a dream that, awake or 
asleep, has haunted me for years. 

The father stood awe-struck and breathless before 
him, waiting the issue. There was a sound of trum- 
pets in the air, and he felt afraid of his own child. 

Ay, father — a dream ; a dream of power ; a pro- 
digious dream ! I tremble now to give it language. 
But I must. I saw palaces and thrones — and 
mighty men of war — and beautiful women : whole 
nations of both — mustering at my voice, and crowd- 
ing to hear me, as I stood alone and apart from all the 
rest of mankind, playing with a strange unearthly 
instrument — in shape, like a human heart — which a 
spirit of grace left with me, one still, starry night, 
when I saw the skies rolling away forever, with 
no hand to stay them : the Universe asleep, and 
God watching over it. I stood upon the mountain- 
top. The foundations of the Earth were opened 
to me ; and I saw gold there, and gems, like subte]> 
ranean sunshine. Tea, father ! and I saw the sepul- 
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chres of the giants - — the bones of many a forgotten 
Empire — the skeleton of lost -worlds — the store- 
houses of the great Deep — and the abiding-place of 
perpetual fire : and I lifted up my voice, and told the 
creatures of Earth what I saw, and they believed 
me not. And the winds blew, and the darkness drove 
by, like a midnight fog — and that generation was no 
more. Anon, another appeared — another, and yet 
another — and at last, there were those that under- 
stood me. And when I talked of soils, that, once 
broken up — whether by earthquake or fire — by 
storm or deluge — teem with the seed of empire — 
with strange flowers, and stranger fruit, — they be- 
lieved me, though they understood me not. 

Boy — boy ! — what 's the matter with thee ! — 
what 's thee stretching forth thy arms for, so wUdly ? 
— what 's thee reaching after — hey ! — , 

Was I, father ! — 0,1 had forgotten myself ! I 
was wandering by the sea-shore, and plucking at the 
bright-haired, unapproachable creatures that drifted 
by me. I was wondering to see shadows upon the 
deepest and blackest midnight sky — a firmament of 
polished ebony ; I was hstening to Seas that thunder 
in their sleep from century to century. 

Of a truth, my boy, it makes my heart ache to 
hear thee — no good will come of this, I am sure ; 
and if anything should happen, there are those who 
will consider it a judgment upon thy poor old fiftther, 
for trying to make a gentieman of thee. 



WILL THE WIZABD. 99 

And ri^tly enough too. Let God have his own 
way with the work of his own hands, father. If I am 
not to be a gentleman, I shall be something better, I 
hope ; and if I am, why, God's will be done ! — 
that 's all I have to say. 

But, poetry is a beggarly trade, my boy ; an' thee 
should n't betake thyself to that : and so is the making 
of speeches. 

I know it, father — and therefore I '11 none of it ! 
I am not without other and better resources. Boy 
though I am, I have learned something of human 
nature-: I have learned to think for myself — and I 
have learned to disentangle the roots of error from the 
foundations of our strength — to look upon the mighty 
of earth, even the nughtiest, as the playthings of the 
multitude. 

Have a care, boy ! These are -perilous thoughts : 
they should be smothered, like monsters — stifled in 
the birth. 

Smothered ! — stifled ! I would as soon smother a 
child of my own begetting, as a thought worth pre- 
serving. Why should we stifle the princely ofl&pring 
of our intellectual spirits ? No, father ; I know what 
mankind are — and I know that we must be made of 
sterner stuff than others to communicate rather than 
to receive impressions. I have thought much of what 
we call the great of our day ; and I have quite 
another idea of greatness, let me tell you, father. 
The men I call great, are men of rock. Dominion 
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have they ; not over the fish of the sea, the fowls of 
the air, or the beasts of the field ; but over the Men 
of all the earth — of all ages and of all countries. 

There he goes, again ! there he goes ! with sJl the 
heedlessness of a grasshopper — hit or miss ! 

Trees, father, cast off their encumbering foliage, 
when they go to war with the winds ; naked, they are 
invulnerable — so with me. After a few years, I 
shall betake myself to the war ; and when I do, away 
with all this pageantry and pomp! away mth all 
strange hopes — and all strange dreaming ! It was 
but to-day, that I saw, with my eyes open, the whole 
embodied Future sailing before me, century after cen- 
tury, with all their wings outspread. I saw the 
Invisible at work — the mountains growing populous 
with giant sculpture — the warp and woof of the sky, 
and all the looms thereof, in full play ; and the chips 
flew, and the threads ran like fire, hither and thither, 
among the a^tated clouds, and I saw great blocks of 
marble changing their shape, when there was nobody 
near ; and harps, playing in the sky to invisible 
fingers — what ! father — asleep ? then here goes ! 

And saying this, he darted through the door, and 
was ofi*, at full speed, for the cottage of Anne Hatha- 
way. How he sped in his prayer, let the chronicles 
of that day — the day of the haughty Elizabeth — 
declare. At the age of seventeen, the boy married 
Anne Hathaway, who was then about twenty-five. 

And after that— -wild and riotous, and urged on- 
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ward by tiie unappeasable spirit of his childhood, he 
betook himself to that great world in miniature — 
London. There he lived ; and there he laid the 
foundations of that glory, which hath since outblassed 
the wildest hope of his youth. 

After many years, men built temples to him, and 
established a priesthood, who gradually extended the 
worship of that boy — for it was worship — over the 
whole of the enlightened earth. His name was a star 
— his language in everybody's mouth. Millions were 
able to repeat his commonest sayings ; and millions 
went in pilgrimage to that small shop, in that little one- 
story village of England, there to look at what his eyes 
had looked upon, two hundred and fifty years before ; 
there to breathe the air he breathed, in the outbreak- 
mg of his fiery, intrepid, ungovernable nature. 

And of the multitude that went in pilgrimage there, 
some left their names on the whitewashed wall of the 
bed-chamber, over the shop ; and some, a word or two 
of wretched poetry. And of the multitude that came 
away, all had pretty much the same story to tell — 
and did tell it ; and yet the public were never weary 
— or, if weary, would never own it — such was the 
magic of the boy's name. Of these, nobody inquired 
more feithftdly or diligently than the author, whose 
memorandum, faithfully transcribed from the ori^nal 
page, must now end this article. 

" StratforchiponrAvon. Eighteen miles from Co- 
ventry. Four s. fare ; one 9. coach ; two «. to Maiy 
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Hornly ; one «. church ; six d. boy ; one «. house ; 
six d. hall. House he was bom in plastered outside, 
between the black beams, running so as to stripe it 
equally. Mary Hornly is a relation of his, by mar- 
riage and descent — keeps ready-made tragedies, from 
eighteen pence to two-and-six pence a piece ; one is en- 
titled Waterloo — warranted genuine — ' made by her- 
self ! ' — shows sundry chairs, and a long, old table, 
* cut to pieces hy the nobility ; ' — called my attention 
'to the carved postesses of tiie bed, — mentioned in 
the will, — if I'd take the trouble to look at it/ 
One is reminded of the knife, to be seen for a penny, 
with which a terrible murder had been perpetrated — 
whereupon, a neighbor advertised the fork, belon^ng 
to the knifcy to be seen next door for only a half- 
penny. Here was a wooden picture, also, represent- 
ing David with the cramp in his right arm, blazing 
away at poor Goliath, with an old motto newly fur- 
bished up — somewhat after this fashion : 

Goliath waxeth wroth — 

David with a sling, 
(Something I can*t make out) 

Doth down Goliath bring! 

though not half so good. She exhibited, moreovef , 
a sword, a looking glass, a pin-cushion — a jubilee 
ditto — and a clumsy wooden candlestick, once gilt, 
and in some way connected with Garrick and the 
Festival. A very iguorant, vuljgar, pleasant woman, 
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- about fifly-five - say sixty, now. She was turned 
out of the true house — on which the rent was un- 
expectedly ' riz ' from twenty to forty pounds. 
Brought away with her everything that people cared 
for, and left the remainder to be whitewashed. A 
book, full of names, lay upon the table : I found in 
it George Rex, Byron, Scott, the Archduke of 
Austria. And sooth to say. King George's R was 
quite tolerable for a King, though by no means equal 
to that I had been led to hope from Blackwood. 
Left my name : ' , United States, Janu- 
ary 29, 1824,' and would have added in prose — but 
could 'nt — Put off thy shoes ! the ground whereon 
thou standest is holy ! &c. &c. &c. ; and, as for 
poetry, I 'd foresworn poetry ; and what is more, I 
had never imdertaken a real impromptu in my life — 
and never but one which I ventured to pass for one. 
I left the house, therefore, SiltogeiheT flabbergasted — 
wondering to find myself unable to say boh ! to 
a goose, where so many others had been able to 
say nothing else. — Washington Irving among the 
rest. Well, I proceeded to the church — stood over 
the bones of the dead giant, with my foot upon his 
neck : yea, trampled upon the ashes of his mighty 
heart and paid sixpence for the privilege: was 
beset again by the cockney-muse — and longed to cry 
out WTiaty ho! to my own shadow, as I saw it pro- 
jected along the walls, hatted and cloaked, by the 
particular desire of the attendant ; and heard, on the 
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paved floor, the rattling of my boots, which were pro- 
vided with iron heels, and the rude, noisy echoes that 
followed every step I took ! One ought to be shod 
with iron, or hrasa^ thought I, to tread amid the 
ashes of such a furnace. On my way back to my 
lodgings, I felt another throe — and another — and 
before I well knew where I was, I had brought forth 
the following, which I offer as a suitable inscription. 

Rash man ! — Forbear ! 
Thou wilt not surely tread 
On the anointed head 
Of him that slumbereth there ! 

Would'st meet the Grod of such as thou, 

With that untroubled brow ! 

With covered head and covered feet ! 

Where William Shakspeare used to meet 

KisGoA, 
Uncovered and unshod, 
^ In prayer ! 

Thou wilt not surely venture where 

But sleeps the awful Dead, 
With that irreverent air, 
And that alarming tread ! 

What, ho! 
Beware ! 
The very dust, below 
The haughty Dead, will wake — 
The walls about thee shake. 
If that uplifled heel. 
Shod as it is with steel. 
Should fall on Shakspeare's head ! 
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Thence, having achieved my impromptu, I went to 
the house where ' he lived and breathed and had his 
being ; ' and began forthwith to scatter the golden 
cobweb, (the stuflP that dreams are made of), which 
I had spun, like a silk-worm, out of my own vitals. 
There was the very room — that! where the bard 
was bom. I was perfectly sure of it. And why ? — 
because, the moment I set my foot there, a miracle 
happened. Being requested to write my name, as I 
had been requested before, both at the church and at 
the house of the woman what made play%^ both of 
whom desired to be remembered to all my friends 
coming that way ! (I could have told her that my 
friends were likely to go quite another way.) I seat- 
ed myself and began to write ; all at once — just 
when I had got as far as ' North America^ which 
sounds fifty times grander, in such a place, than 
Umted States^ beside being altogether more intelli- 
gible to the great body of British statesmen, to say 
nothing of the multitude — the best of them being 
not much better informed to this day, respecting our 
geography, than they were when the ' Island of Vir- 
gtoia ' was first mentioned in the house of Lords — 
or the ' State of New-England ' thought proper to set 
herself in array against the ' great President,' I came 
to a full stop ! I had finished forever, as I thought, 
and was about to adjourn — by my faith it is true — 
when a queer sensation — a sort of trickling from 
my heart — a something, that ' went a rippling to 
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^finger ends, prevented me. I tried to get up — 
I couldn't — to fling down the pen — it wouldn't 
budge — so write I must, and writ6 I did ; and 
the following real, honest, downright impromptu was 
the result. 

The ground is holy here — the very air ! 

Ye breathe what Shakspeare breathed. Rash men, beware ! 

Oh, yes ! — Will Shakspeare was bom here. The 
question was settled forever — and ever. I could n't 
help sliding into ' extrumpery.' 0, ye walls ! cov- 
ered with pencilled names, on whitewashed plaster ! 
Kings ! Princes ! and Immortals — if they were 
ever there — or, if only such as understood him had 
written there, no lights would be needed to show the 
manger of Shakspeare. The walls would be luminous 
with their handwriting — the sign-manuals of them 
that write with imperishable fire, light burning not 
only imder water, but under earth, and throughout 
all the earth. But enough — our story is about 
' Wizard Will,' —noi 'WiU Wizard:' and there- 
fore know we when to stop. 



THE BACHELOR'S DREAM. 



ANONYMOUS. 



The music ceased, the last quadrille was o'er, 
And one by one the waning beauties fled ; 

The garlands vanished from the frescoed floor, 
The nodding fiddler hung his weary head. 

And I — a melancholy single man — 
Retired to mourn my solitary fate — 

I slept awhile ; but o'er my slumbers ran 
The sylph-like image of my blooming Kate. 

I dreamt of mutual love, and Hymen's joys. 
Of happy moments and connubial blisses : 

And tlien I thought of little girls and boys. 
The mother's glances, and the infant's kisses. 

I saw them all, in sweet perspective sitting 
In winter's eve around a blazing fire, 

The children playing, and the mother knitting, 
Or fondly gazing on the happy Sire. 

The scene was changed. In came the Baker's bill 
I stared to see the hideous consummation 

Of pies and puddings that it took to fill 
The bellies of the rising generation. 

3 
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There was no end to eating : — legs of mutton 
Were vanquished daily by this little host ; 

To see them, you'd have thought each tiny glutton 
Had laid a wager who could eat the most. 

The massy pudding smoked upon the platter, 
The ponderous sirloin reared its head in vain ; 

The little urchins kicked up such a clatter. 
That scarce a remnant e'er appeared again. 

Then came the School bill : Board and Education 
So much per annum ; but the extras mounted 

To nearly twice the primal stipulation, 
And every little bagatelle was counted ! 

To mending tuck ; — A new Homeri Ilias ; — 
A pane of glass ; — Repairing coat and breeches ; 

A slate and pencil ; — Binding old Virgilius ; — 
Drawing a tooth ; — An open draft and leeches. 

And now I languished for the single state, 
The social glass, the horse and chaise on Sunday, 

The jaunt to Windsor with my sweetheart Kate, 
And cursed again the weekly bills of Monday. 

Here Kate began to scold — I stampt and swore. 
The kittens squeak, the children loudly scream ; 

And thus awaking with the wild uproar, 
I thanked my stars that it was but a dream. 



LAST HOURS OF A SINGLE GENTLEMAN. 



ANONYMOUS. 



This morning, April 1, at half past eleven, pre- 
cisely, an unfortunate young man, Mr. Edwin Pink- 
ney, underwent the extreme penalty of infatuation, by 
expiating his attachment to Mary Ann Gale, in front 
of the Altar railings of St. Mary's Church, Islington. 

It will be in the recollection of all those friends of 
the parties who were at the Joneses' party at Brixton, 
two years ago, that Mr. Pinkney was there, and 
there first introduced to Mary Ann, to whom he 
instantly began to direct particular attentions — danc- 
ing with her no less than six sets that evening, and 
handing her things at supper in the most devoted 
manner. From that period commenced the intimacy 
between them which terminated in this morning's 
catastrophe. 

Poor Pinkney had barely attained to liis twenty- 
eighth year ; but there is reason to beUeve that, 
but for reasons of a pecuniary nature, his single life 
would have come earlier to an untimely end. A 
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change for the better, however, having occurred in 
his circumstances, the young lady's friends were 
induced to sanction his addresses, and thus to become 
accessories to the course for which he has just suf- 
fered. 

The unhappy man passed the last night of his 
bachelor existence in his solitary chamber. From 
half-past eight to ten, he was busily engaged in writ- 
ing letters. Shortly after ten o'clock, his younger 
brother Henry knocked at the door, when the doomed 
youth told him in a firm voice to come in. On being 
a^ed when he meant to go to bed, he replied, " Not 
yet." The question was then put to him how he 
thought he could sleep ; to which his answer was, " I 
do n't know." He then expressed a desire for a 
cigar and a glass of grog, which were supplied him. 
His brother, who sat down and partook of the like 
refreshments, now demanded if he would want any 
thing more that night. He said, " Nothing," in a 
firm voice. His afi*ectionate brother then rose to take 
leave, when the devoted one considerately advised 
him to take care of himself. 

Precisely at a quarter of a minute to seven the 
next morning, the victim of Cupid, having been called 
according to his desire, rose and promptly dressed 
himself. He had the self-control to shave himself 
without the slightest injury ; for even not a scratch 
upon his chin appeared after the operation. It would 
seem that he had devoted a^ longer time to his toilet 
than usual. 
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Hie wr^hed man was attired in a light blue dresB- 
coat, with frosted metal buttons, a white waist-coat, 
and* nankeen trousers, with patent leather boots. 
He wore around his neck a variegated satin scarf, 
which partially concealed the Corazza of his bosom. 
In front of the scarf was inserted a breast pin of con- 
spicuous dimensions. Having descended the stiur- 
case with a quick step, he entered the apartment 
^ere his brother and a few friends were awaiting 
him. He shook hands cordially with all present, and 
cm being asked how he had slept, answered, " Very 
well," and to the farther demand as to the state of 
his mind, he said, " He felt happy." 

One of the party having hereupon suggested that 
it would be as well to take something before the mel- 
ancholy ceremony was gone through, he exclaimed 
with some emphasis, "Decidedly." Breakfast was 
accordingly served, when he ate the whole of a 
French roll, a large round of toast, two sausages, and 
three new laid eggs, which he washed down with two 
great breakfast cups of tea. In reply to an expres*- 
sion of astonishment on the part of a person present, 
at his appetite, he declared that he never felt it 
heartier in his life. 

Having inquired the time, and ascertained that it 
was ten minutes to eleven, he remarked, that "it 
would soon be over." His brother then inquired if 
he could do anything for him; when he said be ^ 

8» 
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should like to have a glass of ale. Having drank 
this, he appeared satisfied. 

The fatal moment now approaching, he devoted 
the remaining brief portion of his time to distributing 
among his friends those little articles which he would 
soon no longer want. To one he gave his cigar case, 
to another his tobacco stopper, and he charged his 
brother Henry with his latch key, witii instructions to 
deliver it after all was over, with due solemnity, to 
his landlady. 

The clock at length struck eleven; and at the 
same moment he was informed that a cab was at the 
door. He merely said, " I am ready," and allowed 
himself to be conducted to the vehicle ; into which 
he got with his brother — his friends followed in 
others. 

Arrived at the traced spot, a short but anxious 
delay of some seconds took place ; after which they 
were joined by the lady with her friends. Little was 
said on either side ; but Miss Gale, with customary 
decorum, shed tears. Pinkney endeavored to pre- 
serve a composure ; but a slight twitching in his 
mouth and eyebrows proclaimed his inward agitation. 

The ill-starred bachelor having submitted quietly 
to have a large white bow pinned to his button-hole, 
now walked, side by side with Miss Gale, with a firm 
step to the altar. He surveyed the imposing prepa- 
rations with cabnness > and gazed, unmoved, on the 
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clergyman, who, assisted by the clerk, was waiting 
behind the railings. 

All requisite preliminaries having now been settled, 
and the prescribed melancholy formalities gone 
through, the usual question was put, " Wilt thou 
have this woman for thy wife ? " To which the rash 
youth replied, in a distinct voice, "I will." He 
then put the fatal ring upon Miss Gale's finger ; the 
hymeneal noose was adjusted, and the poor fellow 
was launched into matrimony. 



THE EVENING STAB. 



BY BARRT CORNWALL. 

The Eveoing Star, the lover's star, 
The l>eautifu] star comes hither ! 

He steeretii his barque 

Through the azure dark, 
And brings us the bright blue weather, — Love! 

The beautiful bright blue weather. 

The birds lie dumb, when the night stars come, 
And silence broods o'er the covers ; 

But a voice now wakes 

In the thorny brakes. 
And singeth a song for lovers, — Love ! 

A sad sweet song for lovers ! 

It singeth a song of grief and wrong, 
A passionate sung for others ; 

Yet its own sweet pain 

Can never be vain. 
If it 'wakeneth love in others, — Love ! 

It 'wakeneth love in others. 



JACQUELINE. 

H. W. LONGFELLOW. 

f 

Death lies on her, like an untimely frost 
Upon the sweetest flower of all the field. 

Shakspkarb. 

" Dear mother, is it not the bell I hear ? " 

" Yes, my child ; the bell for morning prayers. 
It is Sunday to-day.'' 

" I had forgotten it. But now all days are alike 
to me. Hark! it sounds again — louder — louder. 
Open the window, for I love the sound. There ; the 
stmshine and the fresh morning ah- revive me. And 
the church-bell — oh, mother — it reminds me of the 
holy Sabbath mornings by the Loire — so calm, so 
hushed, so beautiful ! Now give me my prayer-book, 
and draw the curtain back, that I may see the green 
trees and the church spire. I feel better to-day, 
dear mother." 

It was a bright cloudless morning in August. 
The dew still glistened on the trees ; and a slight 
breeze wafted to the sick chamber of Jacqueline the 
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song of the birds, the rustle of the leaves, and the 
solemn chime of the church-bells. She had been 
raised up in bed, and reclining upon the pillow, was 
gazing wistfully upon the quiet scene without. Her 
mother gave her the prayer-book, and then turned 
away to hide a tear that stole down her cheek. 

At length the bells ceased. Jacqueline crossed 
herself, kissed a pearl crucifix that hung aroimd her 
neck, and opened the silver clasps of her missal. 
For a time she seemed wholly absorbed in her 
devotions. Her Ups moved, but no sound was 
audible. At intervals the solemn voice of the priest 
was heard at a distance, and then the confused 
responses of the congregation, dying away in inartic- 
ulate murmurs. Ere long the thrilling chant of -the 
CathoUc service broke upon the ear. At first it was 
low, solemn, and indistinct ; then it became more 
earnest and entreating, as if interceding, and im- 
ploring pardon for sin ; and then arose louder and 
louder, full, harmonious, majestic, as it wafted the 
song of praise to heaven, and suddenly ceased. 
Then the sweet tones of the organ were heard, — 
trembling, thrilling, and rising higher and higher, 
and filling the whole air with their rich melodious 
music. What exquisite accords ! — what noble har- 
monies ! — what touching pathos! The soul of the 
sick girl seemed to kindle into more ardent devotion, 
and to be rapt away to heaven in the full harmonious 
chorus, as it swelled onward, doubling and redoublings 
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Bud rolling upward in a full burst of rapturous devo- 
tion ! Then all was hushed again. Once more the 
low sound of the bell smote the air, and announced 
the elevation of the host. The invalid seemed 
entranced in prayer. Her book had fallen beside 
her, — her hands were clasped, — her eyes closed, 
— her soul retired within its secret chambers. Then 
a more triumphant peal of bells arose. The tears 
gushed from her closed and swollen lids ; her cheek 
was flushed: she opened her dark eyes, and fixed 
them with an expression of deep adoration and pen- 
itence upon an image of the Saviour on the cross, 
which hung at the foot of her bed, and her lips again 
moved in prayer. Her countenance expressed the 
deepest resignation. She seemed to ask only that 
she might die in peace, and go to the bosom of her 
Redeemer. 

The mother was kneeling by the window, with her 
face concealed in the folds of the curtain. She arose, 
and going to the bedside of her child, threw her 
arms around her and burst into tears. 

" My dear mother, I shall not live long ; I feel it 
here. This piercing pain — at times it seizes me, 
and I camiot — cannot breathe." 

" My child, you will be better soon." 

" Yes, mother, I shall be better soon. All tears, 
and pain, and sorrow will be over. The hymn of 
adoration and entreaty I have just heard, I shall 
never hear again on earth. Next Sabbath, mother, 
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kneel again by that window as to-day. I shall not be 
here, upon this bed of pain and sickness; but when 
you hear the solemn hymn of worship, and the 
beseeching tones that wing the spirit up to (xod, 
think, mother, that I am there, — with my sweet 
sister who has gone before us, — kneeling at our 
Saviour's feet, and happy — oh, how happy ! " 

The afflicted mother made no reply, — her heart 
was too full to speak. 

" You remember, mother, how calmly Amie died. 
Poor child, she was so young and beautiful! I 
always pray that I may die as she did. I do not fear 
death as I did before she was taken from us. But 
oh — this pain — this cruel pain — it seems to draw 
my mind back from heaven. When it leaves me I 
shall die in peace." 

" My poor child ! God's holy will be done ! " 

The invalid soon sank into a quiet slumber. The 
excitement was over, and exhausted nature sought 
rcUef in sleep. 

The persons between whom this scene passed, were^ 
a widow and her sick daughter, from the neighbor- 
hood of Tours. They had left the banks of the 
Loire to consult the more experienced physicians of 
the metropolis, and had been directed to the Mcdsan 
de Smvte at Auteuil for the benefit of the pure air. 
But all in vain. The health of the suffering but 
uncomplaining patient grew worse and worse, and it 
soon became evident that the closing scene was 
drawing near. 
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Of this Jacqueline herself seemed consdous ; and 
towards evening she expressed a wish to receive the 
last sacraments of the church. A priest was seoft 
for ; and ere long the tinkling of a little bell in the 
street announced his approach. He bore in his hatid 
a silver vase contaming the consecrated wafer, and a 
small vessel filled with the holy oil of the extreme 
unction hung from his neck. Before him walked 4 
boy carrying a little bell, whose sound announced tiie 
passing of these symbols of the Catholic faith. In 
the rear, a few of the villagers, bearing lighted wax 
tapers, formed a short and melancholy procession. 
They soon entered the sick chamber, and the glim- 
fiier of the tapers mingled with the red light of the 
setting sun, that shot his farewell rays through the 
open window. The vessel of oil, and the vase con- 
taining the consecrated wafer, were placed upon the 
table in front of a crucifix that hung upon the wall, 
abd all present, excepting the priest, threw themselves 
upon their knees. The priest then approached the 
bed of the dying girl, and said, in a slow and solemn 
tone, — 

" The King of kings and Lord of lords has passed 
thy thrediold. Is thy spirit ready to receive him ? " 

" It is, fatiber." 

" Hast thou confessed thy sins ? " 

" Holy father, no.'' 

" Coniess tftyself, ihen, that thy sins may be for- 
^ven and thy name recorded in the book of life." 

4 
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And turning to the kneeling crowd around, he 
waved his hand for them to retire, and was left alone 
with the sick girl. He seated himself beside her 
pillow, and the subdued whisper of the confession 
mingled with the murmur of the evening air, which 
lifted the heavy folds of the curtains, and stole in 
npon the holy scene. Poor Jacqueline had few sins 
to confess, — a secret thought or two towards the 
pleasures and delights of the world, — a wish to live, 
unuttered, but which to the eye of her self-accusing 
spirit seemed to resist the wise providence of Gk>d ; — 
no more. The confession of a meek and lowly heart 
is soon made. The door was again opened ; the 
attendants entered, and knelt around the bed, and 
the priest proceeded, — 

" And now prepare thyself to receive with contrite 
heart the body of our blessed Lord and Redeemer. 
Dost thou believe that our Lord Jesus Christ was 
conceived by the Holy Spirit, and bom of the Virgin 
Mary?" 

" I beUeve.'* 

And all present joined in the solemn response — 

" I believe." 

^^ Dost thou believe that the Father is God, that 
the son is God, and that the Holy Spirit is Crod,- — 
three persons and one God ? " 

"I believe." 

'^ Dost thou believe that the Son is seated on the 
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right-hand of the Majesty on high, whence he shall 
come to judge the qiiick and the dead ? " 

" I beUeve." 

" Dost thbu believe that by the holy sacraments of 
the church thy sins are forgiven thee, and that thus 
thou art made wDrthy of eternal life ? " 

" I beUeve." 

" Dost thou pardon, with all thy heart, all who 
have offended thee in thought, word, or deed ? " 

" I pardon them." 

" And dost thou ask pardon of God and thy neigh- 
bor for all offences thou hast committed against them, 
either in thought, word, or deed ? " 

" I do." 

" Then repeat after me : Lord Jesus, I am not 
worthy, nor do I merit, that thy divine Majesty 
should enter this poor tenement of clay ; but accord- 
ing to thy holy promises be my sins forgiven, and my 
soul washed white from all transgression." 

Then taking a consecrated wafer from the vase, he 
placed it between the lips of the dying girl, and 
while the assistant sounded the little silver bell, 
said, — 

" Corpus Domini nostri Jeau Christi eustodiat 
animam tuam in vitam etemoumP 

And the kneeling crowd smote their breasts and 
responded in one solemn voice, — - 

" Amen ! " 

The priest then took from the silver box on the 
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table a litde golden rod, and dipping it in holj oil, 

annointed the invalid upon the hands, feet, and breast, 
in the form of the cross. When these ceremonies 
were completed, the priest and his attendants retired, 
leaving the mother alone with her dying child, who, 
firom the exhaustion caused by the preceding scene, 
sank into a death-like sleep. 

** Between two worlds life hovered like a star, 
'Twixt night and morn upon the horizon's verge." 

The long twilight of the summer evening stole on ; 
the shadows deepened without, and the night-lamp 
glimmered feebly in the sick chamber ; but still she 
slept. She was lying with her hands clasped upon 
her breast, — her pallid cheek resting upon the 
pillow, and her bloodless lips apart, but motionless 
and silent as the sleep of death. Not a breath in- 
terrupted the silence of her slumber. Not a move- 
ment of the heavy and sunken eyeUd — not a tremble 
of the lip, not a shadow on the marble brow, told 
when the spirit took its flight. It passed to a better 
world than this. 

•* There's a perpetual spring, — perpetual youth ; 
No joint-benumbing cold, nor scorching heat, 
Famine nor age, have any being there." 



OUR YANKEE SHIPS. 



JAJfES T. FIELDS. 

Our Yankee ships ! in fleet career, 

They linger not behind, 
Where gallant sails fiom other lands 

Court favoring tide and wind. 
With banners on the breeze, they leap 

As gaiiy o'er the foam 
As stately barks from prouder seas, 

That long have learned to roam. 

The Indian wave with luring smiles 

Swept round them bright to-day. 
And havens to Atlantic isles 

Are opening on their way ; 
Ere yet these evening shadows close, 

Or this frail song is o'er. 
Full many a straining mast will rise 

To greet a foreign shore. 

High up the lashing Northern deep. 
Where glimmering watch-lights beam ; 

Away in beauty where the stars 
In tropic brightness gleam ; 
4* 
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Where 'er the sea-bird wets her beak, 

Or blows the stormy gale ; 
Od to the Water's farthest verge, 

Oiir ships majestic sail. 

They <]ip their keels in every stream 

Thai mirrors back the sky ; 
And where the restless billows heave, 

Their lofty pennants fly ; 
They furl their sails in threatening clouds 

That float across the main, 
To link with love earth's distant bays 

In many a golden chain. 

They deck our halls with sparkling gems, 

That shone on Orient strands, 
And garlands round the hills they bind, 

From far-ofl* sunny lands ; 
But we will ask no gaudy wreath 

From foreign clime or realm. 
While safely glides our ship of State 

With Genius at the helm. 



THE MELANCHOLY MAN. 



BT THEODORE S. FAT. 

Mem. — I feel 'tis so. 
Thus have I been since first the pla^e broke out, 
A term, metliinks, of many hundred years ! 
As if the world were heJI, and I condemned 
To walk through wo to all eternity. 
I will do suicide. 

Astrologer — Thou canst not, fool ! 
Thou lovest life with all its agonies; 
Buy poison, and 't will he for years untouched 
Beneath thy pillow, when thy midnight horrors 
Are at their worst Coward ! thou canst not die. 

Wilson'a City of iht Plague, 

I HAVE been all my life haunted with a desire to 
commit suicide. It has crossed me — it still crosses 
me continually. It is partly the result of constitu- 
tion, and partly of early and frequent misfortunes, 
and a habit of brooding over them. This dreadful 
disease has for ever caused me to look with sickly 
eyes on the charms of life and the beauties of nature. 
I shall not here write any Mstort/ of myself. It 
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would not interest others. Those incidents which 
have made me wretched, happier dispositions would 
soon forget. / can nevef forget them. I feel that 
my game of life has been played and lost. Those 
secret springs of joy and hope, which ^ve elasticity 
to other minds, in me are broken. I have been 
always struggling against the current ; and sometimes, 
nay often, it has appeared to me as if some awful and 
inexorable power were present at my undertakings, 
and took a mysterious delight in bringing tiiem to 
ruin. True, my reason often teaches me that this is 
merely an absurd fancy, and that it cannot be. Yet 
I think it is, and that is suflScient to make me wretch- 
ed. Sometimes, in the endeavor to comI>at this opin- 
ion as a superstition, I have compelled myself to 
embark in a design, or to entertain an affection ; but 
invariably I have met with such severe disappoint- 
ments, that I have long since ceased to hope. When 
I first reached the years of manhood, I found this in 
all my pecuniary business. Stock fell if I touched 
it ; banks broke as soon as I became interested. 
The fable relates, that whatever the celebrated king 
of Phrygia touched, turned to gold. Wherever / laid 
my hand^ I was sure to produce destruction. At 
length I have grown so timid, that I am afraid to love, 
alraid to form a friendship, afraid to offer advice* 
He who peruses this, will doubtless smile incredulous- 
ly on me ; he will say it is an impossibility. Well, 
let him. Indeed it seems equally so to me. I have. 
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Yaeked mj brain to beHeve it merelj an aecidental 
train of unfavorable events, which to-morrow m&j 

. dwnge ; yet it has not changed, and I am half fain 
to abandon myself to tiie startHng and terrible 
thought, that I am branded with some mysteriooB 
curse. Whatever may be the cause, I am miserable, 
and always have been so beyond description. I look 
for nothing this side the grave. 

I became acquainted, sometiioe ago, with a little 

' gbrl, eight or nine years old, with unusual powers of 
mind and charms of person. The sight of her face 
positively dispelled the shadows which brooded over 
my mind. She discovered a singular attachment to 
m». I was delighted with hev thousand winning 
ways. I was almost happy while under the infiuenee 
gi her irrepressible happiness. It was a joy for me 
to meet her in the street. I have caught a gle^un of 
ier beautiful bright countenance, amid a group of her 
companions going to school early in the morning, 
which haunted me all day. 

"Shall I love this creature?" said I to myself; 
*' will it not be bringing down upon her sweet yoimg 
head the dark influence which has ever pursued me 
and mine ? Yes," said I, " I mil love her. I will 
once more try this fearful experiment. I will watch 
to see in what form the effects of my interest in ^her 
wel&re wUl &1I1 on her ; to what doom it wii consign 
her ? Will the turf soon press her tender breast ? 
Will some mournful doom darken her living heart ? " 
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I made these reflections one morning as she passed 
me, with a smile, in the street. 

One week after, a single line in the newspaper 
answered my interrogatories. She had died of a 
sadden and painful attack of the scarlet fever. As I 
perused the information, I positively thought I heard 
the laugh of a demon in my ear, whispered on the 
passing breeze. 

It is not one, two, nor indeed twenty circumstances 
of this kind which could have alone prostrated my 
love of life so utterly. I never had a real friend, 
except my mother, and she died just when I was old 
enough to mourn for her acutely. Among my other 
tortures, disease has not been wanting. A violent 
pain in my chest has, at certain intervals, incapaci- 
tated me for all employment. Sometimes my head 
grows dizzy, or bums with shooting painp. I feel 
like Caliban, forever contending against a supernatu- 
ral enemy, whose spirits appear busy about me. 
That speech of the deformed monster ever haunts my 
memory : 

" For every trifle they are set upon me : 
Sometimes like apes, that mow and chatter at me, 
And afler, bite me ; then, like hedgehogs, which 
Lie tumbling in my barefoot way, and mount - 
Their pricks at my footfall. Sometimes I am 
All wound with adders, who, with cloven tongues, 
Do hiss me into madness." 
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The idea of being perpetaall j encumbered with a 
disease, which, while it takes from your heart the 
secret hope "that leads to action, does not exclude 
you from the necesaities of toil, is one of the most be- 
numbing and wretched evils that man can suffer. He 
wanders through the crowd, without participating in 
their gladness. He gazes on nature with an admira- 
tion which only heightens his inward anguish. In 
the most sofb and alluring periods of pleasure, the 
loathsome image of a grave continually obtrudes itself 
upon his imagination ; the icy hand of death is ever 
on his shoulder, and he hears the phantom whispering, 
" Victim of my unrelenting power, haste ye through 
Ihese sunny scenes ; in a short time you must quit 
tiiem forever." I have felt all this ; who can wonder 
that I am tired of life ? I have loved in this world 
but few, and none successfully. No man, nor wo- 
man, nor child has ever been to me other than as 
gloamings of what my fellow creatures have enjoyed. 
I recoil from one who excites in me any feelings of 
affection. No one shall suffer the fatality of my 
fiiendship. Who is shocked to learn that I covet my 
last sleep ? Death, mysterious power ! language can- 
not express the intense curiosity with which I have 
watched every thing appertaining to it. Yes, I have 
pursued the ghastly phantom in all its forms. I have 
gone to the prison house, and pryed into the mind of 
the felon who was at the break of day to expiate his 
crimes on the scaffold. I have planted myself there 
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to behold him take his last gase for ef et and for erer 
cm the sky, the green earth, the river, the light. Hoilr 
strange it has seemed that he, that being, that breatk- 
mg, living creature, formed as I am, who speaks, aaid 
thinks, and utters requests, and walks, and takes me 
by the hand to say farewell ; how diflScult to ccmoe^^ 
how awftd, how deeply thrilling to reflect that, in (Ofoa 
minute more, he will not exist ! That which addresseia 
you now, mil not be. Its semblance oalj will remaia, 
to mock you, with a vivid recollection <rf the ori^baal 
nature you had held communion with. I once formed 
a vague resolution of suicide, and I thus strengthened 
it. I wished to become familiar with death. I woold 
gaze quietly on him, and apply what I saw coneem- 
mg him to mt/self. I strained my fancy to conceive 
how / should feel, and act, and appear in such a 
crisis. I have held a loaded pistol to my brain some- 
times, or a vial of poison to my Ups ; or I have stood 
leaning over the edge of a dizzy height ; or I hate 
looked down into the clear ocean billows, and goaded 
myself on to pass the dreadful gulf. Alas ! coward 
that I was, I feared to die as well as to live, 9iA 
have turned to my lonely walk with a rehef, and put 
off till some other period the execution of the design. 
One day I met a fine fellow, from whoiii I had 
been separated many years. He was a scholar and 
to observer, and, some how or other, he had the art 
to draw from me an account of ihe trae state of wif 
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" Pray/' said he, when I had finished pretty much 
what I have related above ; '^ pray, what time do you 
rise?*' 

^^ At ten," said I, rather surprised at the oddity of 
Ihe question. 

" And what time do you retire to bed ? " 

" At one, two, or three o^clock," said I, " just as 

it happens." 
" And how is your appetite ? " 

" Enormous." 

" And you gratify it to — ? " 

" The ftdl extent." 

"What do you drink?" 

" Brandy and water, gin and water, &c." 

He laughed heartily, although it made me angry ; 
also, I confess, it made me excessively ashamed to 
have talked about suicide. 

" Do you know what ails you ? " said he. 

" Yes," I replied, " I have a broken heart." 

" Broken fiddlestick," said he, " you have the dys- 
pepsy. Diet yourself ; go to bed early ; rise early ; 
exercise much." 

I have done so ; I am now a healthy and a happy 
man. I smile to think I was going to blow my brains 
out, because I had the dyspepsy. 

5 
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BT GEORGE LVNT. 



There was ooce a world, and a brave old world, 

Away in the ancient time, 
When the men were brave.and the women fiiir. 

And the world was in its prime ; 
And the priest he had his book, 

And the scholar had his gown. 
And the old knight stout, he walked about. 

With his broad sword hanging down. 

Ye may see this world was a brave old world, 

In the days long past and gone. 
And the sun it shone, and the rain it rained. 

And the world went merrily on. 
The shepherd kept his sheep, 

And the milkmaid milked the kine. 
And the serving man was a sturdy loon. 

In a cap and a doublet fine. 

And I 've been told in this brave old world, 

There were jolly times and free, 
And they danced and sung, till the welkin mog. 

All under the greenwood tree. 
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The sexton cbimed bis sweet, sweet beOii 

And the huntsman blew his bom, 
And the hunt went out with a merry shoot. 

Beneath the jovial mom. 

Oh ! the golden days of the brave old worid 

Made hall and cottnge shine ; ^ 

The squire he sat in bis oaken chair, 

And quaffed the good red wine ; 
The lovely village maiden. 

She was the village queen. 
And, by the mass, tript through the grass 

To the May-pole on the green. 

When trumpets roused this brave old world, 

And the banners flaunted wide, 
The knight bestrode the stalwart steed, 

The page rode by his side ; 
And plumes and pennons tossing bright. 

Dashed through the wild melee, 
And he who prest amid them best 

Was lord of all, that day. 

And ladies fair, in the brave old world. 

They ruled with wondrous sway ; 
But the stoutest knight was lord of right, 

As the strongest is to-day. 
The baron bold be kept his hold. 

Her bower his bright ladye, 
But the forester kept the good greenwood, 

All under the greenwood tree. 

Oh, how they laughed in the brave old world, 

And flung grim care away! 
And when they were tired of working. 

They held it time to play. 
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The bookman was a reverend wight, 

With a studious face so pale, 
And the curfew bell, with its sullen swell. 

Broke duly on the gale. 

And so passed on, in the brave old world. 

Those merry days and free ; 
The king drank wine, and the clown drank ale. 

Each man in his degree. 
And some ruled well, and some ruled ill, 

And thus passed on the time. 
With jolly ways in those brave old days, 

When the world was in its prime. 
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There was do heart that quailed --r 
No steel remained unclasped : 

But every eye flashed forth in zeal, 
And every hilt was grasped ! 

Amidst that dreadful strife, 

They fell as warriors fall ! 
Their life was to their country pledged — 

Its banner is their pall ! 

With love like that which glows 

Within a brother's breast, 
Their comrades seek their loved remains, 

And bring them here to rest. 

Oh! 'twas a mournful task 

To seek the gallant dead — 
To lifl again the clay-cold form. 

And fresh, warm tears to shed. 

Hang up their honored sword, 
Enwreatlied with laurel bough — 

And on their breast the olive lay, 
For they sleep peaceful now. 



THE DIVINITY STUDENT. 



ANOJNTMOUS. 

" I DARE say you have all seen the poor forlorn 
crazy man, John Philips, who used to go about the 
country dressed sometimes in petticoats, sometimes in 
trousers, but always with such a strange motley mass 
of duds hanging about him, that it was difficult to 
guess whether he was a man or woman, till the evi- 
dence of his long matted beard settled the doubt." 
" I remember him well," cried both man and wife, 
" poor harmless object. He was always asserting 
that he was like St. Paul, for too much learning had 
made him mad." " Too true, too true indeed," said 
Simon, with a tear glittering in his eye. " Too 
much learning did make admirable John Philips mad ! 
There was not a cleverer nor a better lad in Scotland 
than he, and he might have raised himself to any 
office in the kingdom by taking the right course, so 
splendid were his talents, so delightful his disposition, 
— but nothing would satisfy his mother unless John 
would be a minister. He obeyed her, — and you 
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have seen the result. After having learned reading, 
and writing, and arithmetic, and read more books 
than half the boys of his rank read in a life-time, — 
his character for abiUty, integrity, and sound sense, 
was such, that when only thirteen years old, he would 
have been taken by a respectable and thriving mer- 
chant as under-clerk. With this gentleman he was 
sure to rise, and he would, in all human probability, 
have raised every member of his family along with 
him, so kind, so dutiful, so good was he ; but all that 
would not do for his mother, so to Latin he went. 
For a while the increased industry of father and 
mother sufficed to meet the ever-increasing expense : 
but by the time he got to college, the younger chil- 
dren began to be abridged of their toaching. First, 
the girls got no arithmetic, — then the boys, — next, 
the youngest girl was not taught to write, and the 
youngest boy could hardly read, and could neither 
write nor spell when he was taken from school. 
* John would make up all that to them, and more, 
when he came home,' was their mother's consolation 
for their and her privations. The children's and the 
father's Sunday clothes became their every-day wear, 
and no new, hardy, home-made jackets and trousers 
supplied their place. Mirth and glee no longer 
resounded in their cottage, but long toil, long fasts, 
and scanty fare came in their stead. 

" Meanwhile, John at College labored day and 
night, pinched himself of food and fire, and saved his 



THB mVUflTT 8TUI1BNT. 69 

poor mother's hard-earned pittance to the very utter- 
most. During the vacations he saw the ruin at home, 
and a voice seemed constantly sounding in his heart, 
^ This is all for me ! ' Instead of spending his time 
in his studies, he labored with his hands, and did his 
uttermost at every vacant hour to bring up the educa- 
tion of the brothers and sisters who had been sacri- 
ficed for him. His eldest sister went out to service 
and also to harvesWork, and when he was ready to 
depart for college in November, she gave him a little 
packet, which he was not to open till he got to his 
lodgings, and, when he got there, he found with a 
bursting heart that it contained all her wages ! 

**His sad, pale countenance, perpetual diligence, 
and great talents and merits as a scholar, had not 
passed unnoticed by the professors ; and when he 
went for his Greek ticket, the worthy man, with many 
complimentary and kind expressions, presented it to 
him gratis. Another — the professor of Logic, did 
the same. Still this generosity, and his utmost efforts 
and most rigid economy, could not save him from 
wants ; the second winter was worse and severer than 
either ; each succeeding season becoming more and 
more grievous, as his means and his strength and his 
spirit faded away. 

" So passed some dismal years of his novitiate, ere 
the time came when he could obtain a license to 
preach. And during that sad and dreary period, 
whether at home or at college, his labors and anxie- 
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ties increased. In his lodgings, by the Eght of a 
wretehed lamp, he sat, hour after hour, toiling hia 
overwrought brams, grudging himself sleep and food, 
and even the foul and putrid oil by the smoky flame 
of which he was striving to write ; for, his thoughts 
constantly flew home, where, in ima^nation, he saw 
the ceaseless labors of his dear and indulgent parents, 
and the wan faces and scanty meals and extinguished 
light of their once joyful fireside. When at home, he 
wrote sermons, he wrote for magazines — for reviews 
— he attempted to teach here and there. His ser^ 
mens were dead stock, his papers were ill-received 
and worse paid, at the best, — and were oftener re- 
jected than admitted. As for his plans of teaching, 
to whatever hand he turned, he still found his pov- 
erty the cause of his continuing poor ; for in spite of 
all he could do, his small winnings never suflSced to 
furnish his wardrobe so as to enable him to dress per- 
manently in a manner becoming his situation and 
views, because it always appeared to him that nothing 
he could win was his own, until he had replaced his 
parents and sisters and brothers in tiiat state of com- 
fort from which their liberality to him had thrust 
them. His teaching, therefore, was confined to those 
of the humblest rank, and even in this lowly task, 
his best feelings interposed to obstruct him. In his 
own parish, every scholar he could obtain must have 
been taken from the worthy, generous teacher, who 
had been his own early and liberal patron ; and, by 
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going to any neighboring parish, with the least pros* 
pect of success, he must have encountered a walk of 
six or seven miles, morning and evening ; or else go 
into lodgings, the expense of which all his emolii> 
ments would not defray. Meek and retiring, he was 
easily rebuffed; and what in happier circumstances 
he would have received as a jest, — he now shrunl^ 
firom as a rebuke or repulse, on which he would ru- 
minate until his mind was filled with images ci 
despair. 

" At length, the eighth important < session came ; 
and as the period of his examination approached, 
these paroxysms of anxiety and desperation became 
more frequent and intense ; and during his strenuous 
and almost incessant labors in preparation, which all 
but himself deemed nearly superfluous, his sleep for- 
sook him and he lost all inclination for food. He sat 
continually poring over his books and papers, and be- 
gan to feel with considerable alarm, that his mind 
wandered from the subjects of his study, and that he 
made no advance in his preparations. He doubled 
his efforts and increased the evil ! He started to find 
he was often speaking to himself of he knew not 
what ; and vainly tried to retrace his thoughts. Even 
while making the effort his mind wandered again, and 
he was haunted by an undefinable dread, a horrible 
suspicion that he was becoming insane. 

" The period for examination came — and thou^ 
his mind was in the most deplorable uproar, such was 
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the high place he held in the good opinion and good 
will of every member of the presbytery to whom his 
life and character were known, that he was passed 
without the shghtest difficulty ; his confused answers 
and bewildered air being imputed to the overwhelming 
diffidence so often the attendant on real merit and 
genius. 

^' He was in arrears to his landlady, but she trusted 
one who was so sober and who had paid her hitherto ; 
and in a somewhat more comfortable state of feeling 
he returned home. 

" He had now obtained the object of his own and 
his parent's ardent wishes. He quitted the university 
with the esteem and admiration of his teachers — 
his license in his pocket, and complimented by the 
presbytery on his worth and talents. What did it all 
avail? — Who would, who could employ a starving 
half-clothed lad, more like a mendicant than a min- 
ister of the gospel ? His coat was threadbare, hk 
linen in rags, everything worn out. On his way 
home, as soon as he was clear of the city, he turned 
off the high road, and to save his shoes and stockings, 
took them off and pursued his way over the trackless 
hills upon his naked feet ! 

" But in spite of all his care, at last his wardrobe 
was worn out, and he blushed to ask any one to rec* 
ommend him even as a tutor. Even if he did pre- 
sume to do so, what family would receive him in that 
«c any other capaciiy ! Here then he most rtaj, ia 
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unceasing burtjien on his beloved parents, or his dear 
and generous sister ; instead of being, as they had all 
so fondly anticipated, the comfort and support ef 
those who had suffered and sacrificed so much for his 
sake ! sufferings and sacrifices, the thought of whkdi 
continually lay like an icy hand upon his heart ! 

" Such were the gloomy reveries to which he waa 
a prey, when the widowed mother of an amiable 
young man of fortune, who had countenanced him ai 
college, but who had lately died, sent him her do- 
parted son's complete wardrobe, accompanied by a 
letter so deUcate and so gratifying to all his feeUngs, 
that the gift, so unexpected and so ample, melted, 
soothed, and refreshed his poor young withering heart 
Kke bahn. Soon after this, a member of the presbyte- 
ry asked him to preach in his church on an approach- 
ing week-day, — a request received with a mixture of 
pleasure and dread, which agitated his enfeebled 
frame to the most violent degree. The day came ; 
still this diseased agitation continued. His whole 
family accompanied him to church. He expected, he 
wished this ; yet it gave him pain, and added to his 
terror — he could not, even to himself, tell why. In 
a turmoil of emotion, he ascended the pulpit, and his 
reading of the first psalm was nearly inaudible. He 
inwardly lifted his heart to God, imploring, strug- 
gling, and hoping to obtain composure whilst it was 
sung : and when it ended, he rose to pray with some- 
what less agitation. StiU his ears raag, and green 

6 
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and blue clouds swam before his e jes — his luminous 
dark eyes, which, with intensity of feeling, he turned 
upwards, and clasped his hands in the attitude of 
adoration. During that moment of silent prayer, 
many present thought they had never seen a more 
beautiful or interesting youth. At that instant the 
congregation was startled by the loud crash of a 
broken window; and exactly as poor John Philips 
had opened his hps in a first effort to speak, a ball, 
flung by some unlucky boy, struck him on the face. 
It was all over. He fell back in the pulpit, and his 
miserable mother shrieked and fainted at the sight. 
The worthies and most influential of those present 
crowded round him with tenderness and sympathy, 
but their kindest encouragements were all unavailing. 
They vainly urged him to proceed with the service ; 
it was even doubtful if he heard them. The silver 
cord was broken — the splendid intellect shattered — 
and he fled homewards, followed by his enthusiastic 
and almost deUrious sister — both, under the influ- 
ence of feelings which those who have never been so 
circumstanced are imfit to imagine. Oh, how unfit, 
then, are they to judge ! 

« His poor parents saw with dismay the wandermgs 
of his noble mind, and did their best to soothe and 
reconcile him to his situation and to make him think 
lightly of the accident which had occurred. Whether 
they followed the best method cannot be known. 
Sometimes the most wholesome management only 
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feeds the disease ; and, in his case, every accident, 
every chance occurrence increased the evil ; and, in 
a few months, he was a hopeless, wandering madman ! 
" Such, my good friends," said Simon, after a little 
pause, and with a tremor in his voice, — " such was 
John Philips, the most dear, and valued, and admired 
friend that ever Simon Frazer possessed." 



BIRDS OF PASSAGE. 



ANONYMOUS. 

Of song so sweet and flight so free, 

Gayest of birdti, I wot are we ; 

Nor cold, nor frost, nor snow we know, 

Nor wintry blasts e'er on us blow. 

For joyous birds of passage are we, 
And summer is with us where'er we be. 

We ever sport in purest skies, 

And bright things ever greet our eyes; 

We take no scorn of rich or poor. 

In every land of welcome sure. 

For joyous birds of passage are we, 
And summer is with us where'er we be. 

On earth, on ocean, and on shore. 

Fresh beauties rise as we pass o'er; 

The lowly lake, and mountain high. 

Still brighten as we onward fly. 

For joyous birds of passage are we, 
And summer is with us where'er we be. 
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We moura not brood behind us led, 

Nor fear to l)e of freedom reft ; 

No dread of ill gives us annoy, 

Oh ! none would harm such things of joy. 
For joyous birds of passage are we, 
And summer is with us where'er we be. 

When death's soft hand doth on us fall, 

(For death will touch the hearts of all,) 

On perfumed banks we fall asleep. 

While over us sweet flowerets weep. 
For joyous birds of passage are we, 
And summer is with us where'er we be. 



THE VOYAGE OF LIFE. 



BY G. P. R. JAMES. 

I WISH I could as merry be, 

As when I set out this world to see, 

Like a boat filled with good compaDie, 

On some gay voyage sent. 
There yuuth spread forth the broad white sail, 
Sure of fair weather and full gale, 
Confiding life would never fail, 

Nor time be ever spent. 

And Fancy whistled for the wind, 
And if e'er Memory looked behind, 
'T was but some friendly sii^ht to find. 

And gladsome wave her hand. 
And Hope kept whispering in Youth's ear, 
To spread more sail and never fear. 
For the same sky would still be clear. 

Until they reached the land. 

Health, too, and Strength tugged at the oari^^ 
Mirth mocked the passing billow's roar. 
And Joy with goblet running o^er. 

Drank draughts of deep delight; 
And Judgment was a child as yet. 
And, lack-a-day ! was all unfit 

To guide the boat aright : — 
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Bubbles did half lier thoughts employ, 
Hope, she believed — she played with Joy, 
And Fancy bribed her with a toy, 

To steer which way he chose — 
But still they were a merry crew, 
And laughed at dangers as uDtrue, 
Till the dim sky tempestuous grew, 

And sobbing south winds rose. 

Then Prudence told them all she feared; 
And Youth awhile his messmates cheered, 
Until at leugth he disappeared, 

Though none knew how he went 
Joy hung her head, and Mirth grew dull. 
Health faltered, Strength refused to pull ; 
And Memory, with her soft eyes full, 

Backward her glance still bent — 

To where, upon the distant sea. 
Bursting the storm's dark canopy, 
Light from a sun none more could see 

Still touched the whirling wave. 
And though Hope, gazing from the bow. 
Turns oft — she sees the shore — to vow. 
Judgment grown older, now I trow, 

Is silent, stern, and grave. 

And though she steers with better skill, 
And makes her fellows do her will, 
Fear says the storm is rising still, 

And day is almost spent. 
O ! that I could as merry be. 
As when I set out this world to see. 
Like a boat filled with good companie. 

On some gay* voyage sent. 
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Denied to my chance-kindleJ fire 
The wreath that belongs to the lyre, 
Yet my good sword the battle shall jolo, 
And chivalry's garland be mine. 

Or victory, torn from the brow. 
Of the Paynim, shall hallow my vow, — 
Or fallen in the strife of the brave. 
Young Glory shall beam on my grave ! 

Fare thee well, land of my birth. 
The one spot most sacred of earth ! — 
At last I have burst through the spell 
That bound my heart to thee ! — Farewell ! 



A COUNTRY STORY. 



BY JOHN CARVER. 



Good sir, reject it not, although it bring 
Appearances of Hooie fantastic thing. 
At first uofulding ! — Wither. 



It was on a bitter cold evening in the month of De- 
cember, that a number of neighbors had called in to 
say good-by to my cousin John, who was to start the 
next morning on a trip down the country, to dispose 
of some of the products of the farm. An hour or two 
had passed off very pleasantly over a mug of flip ; the 
more distant visiters had dropped away as the evening 
wore on ; the lumber-box had been loaded with firkins 
of butter, and boxes of cheese, and flitches of bacon, 
and all those innumerable knick-knacks which the 
farmer's wife sends to the market-town ; the commis- 
sions for gowns and ribands, patiierns and fashions, 
had been repeatedly given ; and the remidning visiters 
were moving their chairs, as if half reluctant to quit 
the bright fireside, despite of the sleepy nods and 
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yawns of my good grandmother ; when my uncle 
roared out with his stentorian voice, " Stop neighbors, 
don't go yet ! we'll have another mug of flip, and 
Bowgun shall tell us a story." 

It required but little urging to induce a general 
acquiescence in the proposal, for my imcle's flip and 
Captain Bowgun's stories were the toast of the whole 
neighborhood. Even my pretty cousin Jane, whose 
eyes had been closed for a long time, brightened up in 
the expectation of a tale, and every one's attention was 
directed to the Captain for the promised enjoyment. 

" Well, boys, and what is it I'm to give you ?" said 
Bowgun, in a tone something like that with which 
Matthews used to debut in his ' What's the news at 
Natchitoches ?' and whom our old story-teller resem- 
bled in more points than one, — " Well, boys, and 
what is it I'm to give you ? Shall it be a love story, 
or a witch story, or a ghost story, or " 

" Oh, a love story, by all means," exclaimed my fair 
cousin, whose eyes were brightening like diamonds at 
the thought, and turned full upon the old captain ; " let 
it be a love story, and a good ending, won't you. Cap- 
tain?" 

" Whist, Jenny," said my uncle, " what has such a 
child as you to do with love stories ? Leave Bowgun 
to his own fancy, and I'll be bound he'll tell us some- 
thing pleasant." 

"Doubtfiil about that!" answered the Captain; 
^^ such cold nights as this, with three feet of snow in 
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the old sap lot, and the prospect of a tramp through 
it, with the wind dancing rigadoons all the way, is n't 
just the thing to wake a man's ideas up to a good 
story. Any how, since your father asks it, I'll tell 
you one befitting the night, which I heard long ago, 
when I was a child; it's about the old haunted ground, 
over in Campton, where you know neither sheep, nor 
cattle, nor horses, ever live or thrive ; and it was once, 
— but that's long ago, — the best piece of land in the 
country; and every ^veller noticed how rich the 
farms were over the river." 

" Stop, Captam !" said my uncle, interrupting him; 
" it's dry work, talking, — taste a drop of this, just to 
wet your whistle ;" and filling a pint mug with the 
rich, foaming beverage, he handed it to the story teller, 
with "Much good may it do you, neighbor; bless 
your kind soul !" 

The old man took the mug from my uncle's hand, 
and sipping once or twice from the cream-like surface 
of the hot Uquid, which, unfortimately, he loved but 
too well, he smacked his lips and replied, " Thank you, 
Square ; that goes to the right place ; now for the 
story." 

" I've told you,!' continued he, " that it's about the 
Campton marshes, where, you know, the cattle, and 
sheep, and horses, of the best fanner in old StraSbrd, 
would be scarce as my own in half a dozQji yean. 
It's been tried out and out repeatedly by many a hard 
worker ; aa any one may know from the large hatm 
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aAd BQug hodses, for many a mile, idl tinroofed bj tiie 
irinds and crombling to ruins, with nobody to take care 
of them, and not a soul to live there, except it may 
be some old wrinkled crone, who has more to do with 
Old Nick than with anything in this woild. And yet 
the grass grows on the meadows as I never saw it 
anywhere else, except in old Oxbow, up in Ooos ; and 
the land runs away so smooth and so green, as far as 
Hie eye can see, that it would do one's heart good 
to ride through it,- if you didn't know that it was aD 
deceitful as it is fair. Some people say, it's the fog 
that rises every morning, and makes it unhealthy ; 
and others, that the water is bad, and breeds diseases 
in the stock who drink it ; but, to my mind, it's more 
^ curse of Satan on what the Lord made good, than 
anything else, as the story I am going to tell you will 
show. 

" There lived once upon the Bearcamp one William 
Montgomery, or, as he was called, Bill Mink, in con- 
sideration of his being the blackest white man any- 
where about. It's a long time ago, before old Captain 
Lovewell had his battle at Fryeburgh with Powell and 
the Indians, when there was not a road from the 
Winnepissaukee to old Hampton, nor more than fifty 
settlers from Red Hill up to Canada. This Mink was 
flie wonder of the country all about for strength, for 
he'd think nothing of felling an acre of first growth 
between sun and sun, and trimnung it to boot ; and 
he beat Samson in throwing a rock, or swin^g an 
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aiiTil with his teeth, or taking a banel of eider m 
you would a two-gallon wallet up at arms' lengtii, and 
drinking from the bung-hole. But though he was the 
leader in all the country firolickingB, he was as mild- 
tempered and peaceable a fellow as lived in the world, 
and would not have hurt a fly. For this reason many 
fcdks, who did not know Bill, fancied he was a coward ; 
and some men found, to their cost, that, thou^ he 
was good-natured to a fault, yet he was not to be 
abused out of reason. Young Sam HurcUey, a bully* 
ing, brag^g tailor's apprentice, in the heat of a row 
which they all got into at a country fair, tiu*ew a glass 
fiill of spirits into Mink's face and eyes, and so mad> 
dened him, that he caught him by &e collar like the 
grip of a vice, and tossing him into the air as if he 
had been a real puppy, as he was, and catching him 
at arms' length as he came down, so frightened the poor 
breeches-mender, that he never looked full in a man's 
&oe afterwards. 

^^ Well, it happened that Bill Mink was <me evening 
at a house-warming, two or three miles firom home, 
where there was no lack of good things to eat and to 
drink. Bill was the life of the company ; and whaib 
with singing of songs, and telling of stories, eating ef 
turkeys and chickens, and roast beef, and bacon, and 
drinking of good old cider, and New En^and and tim 
best of Metheglin, Jie got somewhat urregolar ; not 
worse than tibe others, perhaps, for all were hesr^ 
like ; and as they came home the woods rang with the 
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AovatM and lan^ter of the mttnj Uades. It was a 
dear cold evening in December, and the frost sparkled 
in the moonlight, like dianumds and jewels. Bill's 
path lay farther on than the others were to go ; and 
as tibe J tamed off, one after another, they bade him 
^^ good night and a pleasant walk home." Bill did 
not like ike idea oi a two-mile walk through the woods 
and nobody with him, but still he held up his spirits—- 
and whistling to keep off the thoughts oi spirits and 
bogles — for Bill was a firm believer in ghosts and all 
tiiat — he went on his way. The path lay along by 
the side <^ a hill for nearly half a mile, and ilien ran 
down into an intervale of the Bearcamp, a tract of 
rich soil which Bill had bought of the proprietor, 
making a journey all the way to Boston on purpose, 
and wliore he meant to build him a house in the ear& 
est spring. As he came down the hill, he thought he 
heard a sound over among some white pine that he had 
selected for framed timber ; and listening a moment, 
he made sure that some one was chopfong his trees. 
Kll's temper was up in a minute ; so, springing into 
the forest, he pretty soon came upon a black stoat 
i&an, with a shock of curly black hair, who was most 
hiatily cutting away at the finest tree in the woods. 

^^ ^ Halloo, there !' cried Bill, ^ what in the devil are 
yea doing V 

<i < Cheeping trees ! ' answered the black man, 
without so much as looking iq», or stopping for a 
nmuie. 
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^^ Bill was Gonfounded at the black man's cool im- 
pudence, and hesitating a minute, he replied, ^ So I 
see ; but do you know this is my timber ?' 

" ' You lie !' surlily answered the black man. 

" Bill's temper was up in a minute : for though you 
might tease him all day, and he never get angry, yet 
he was a fellow of spirit, and would take the lie from 
no man. ' What's that you say V asked he with a 
stem voice, advancing his foot, and showing a pair of 
huge fists, just ready to strike. ^ What's that you say, 
sir?' 

" * I say you lie !' said the other, never once look- 
ing up, nor taking any notice of Bill's threatening 
attitude, 

^^ Take that, then !' said Bill Mink, dealing him a 
blow which would send the stoutest to the earth, b^it 
which had no more effect on the black man than if he 
had been made of iron. 

^' ^ Ha, ha, ha !' shouted the negro, with a shorfc 
fiendish laugh ; ^ so you dare to strike me, do you i 
I'll pay you for this. You shall ride round this land 
you call yours, my good fellow, and point it out to me, 
and Til drive; ' and cutting down a stout beech safir 
ling, he commenced peeling the bark into a broonip 
^ch as old Diuah makes to sell at the comer. 

'^ Bill Mink was now terribly frightened, and knew 
not what to do. He could not run away, for it was a 
long mile to the cabin, and he was sure the black man 
would overtake him before he got half way there. Ho 
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could not conceal himself among tlie tail trees ; and 
as for opposing a man who cared no more for his blows 
than if they had been pops of parched com, it was 
hopeless enough. The only way he could think of, 
was to appease the black fellow with an apology for 
striking him, quit his claim to the land, and so try to 
come off on good terms. Mustering all his courage, 
ttien — for he trembled like an aspen leaf — Bill 
stammered out, 'I say, friend, you may have Hke 
timber, only forget the blow I gave you, and so quit 
even.' 

" * Ha ! backing out, are you ? ' returned the other, 
who had now completed the broom and held it out to 
Bill : ^ that wont go ! Here, mount this horse, I teU 
you, and ride round your farm.' 

" Bill tried to object, but the black fellow's eyes 
sparkled like fire, and he was forced to stride the 
strange horse. No sooner had he mounted, than the 
broom elevated itself above the surface of thegroimd, 
and started off over the intervale. On they went, 
the black fellow mounted behind him, up the hilb, 
over the river, through the valleys, harum-scarum-like. 
Bin Mink was in a terrible fright, as you may well 
believe, for the courage of the liquor had all gone, 
and he didn't think his life worth a rush peeling ; so 
clin^ng with one hand to the broom — ^which was none 
of the eaaest to ride, and taking off his hat with the 
oSier, and making a submission to the black fellow, he 
begged him to stop. Fm at your honoris mercy en- 
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tvelT, and I beg Heaven's pardon j and yours likewise, 
air ; and sure, if I thought that it was on account of 
pay touching you ^ 

" * Touching me !' roared the black fellow : * D' yo 
csill that blow touching me — or is it game you're 
making?' 

^^ ' Well would it become the like of me,' siad the 
Idameying Bill, ^ to make game of a gentleman like 
yimrself, and one that would not think it worth his 
while to hurt or harm a poor devil like me, who got a 
little overtaken with drink ; — curse it ! for it's like to 
be the ruin of me at last. Oh, Jenny, it is little you're 
dreaming in your snug bed, what an end I have come 
to ! and my poor children — ! ' and at that Bill blubr 
bered out, like a great schoolboy. 

<< < Well, Bill, and what bargain will you make witih 
me, if I let you off free V says the black man. 

^^ ^ Bargain, sir 7 ' answered Boll ; ^ any bargain in 
the wide world this blessed night that you m%y ask 
of me, wiU I make witti you. Only name it, M 
see if I do not nuike it and keep it to your heart'ii 
content ! ' 

^^ ^ Bill Mink, you're the very man for me I ' anawered 
&e black fellow ; ^ and I'll make you the richest map 
in the country , if you 'U only promise me two or ttyren 
things, and no ha^m to come to you either ! ' " 

^' Bi^^t he lied, didn't he ? " interrupted my Uncle, 
wka was swallowing down the story word, fw woifd ea 
ff^ ac| th^ (dd XQW co^ tell it* 
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^^ lAed ! to be sore he cKd ! '* answered Bowgum ; 
^^It 's the Scripture that calls him a liar from the &rsky 
and the father of liars. 'T was Bill S&ik's soul that 
he wanted — 'the cheat that he is — as you shall hear 
in a minute ; " and taking the last drink fix>m ilM 
mug, he resumed his story. 

'^Let me see — whereabouts was I? Oh, I re- 
member : The devil says he — — " 

^^ Then the black man was the devil after ail, was 
he ? " said my grandmother. 

" To be sure he was," replied Bowgum ; " but donH 
interrupt me. * So you *11 promise,' said the devil, 
to do what I teU you ? ' 

"*I win,' said Bin. 

^' ^ Wen, then, you shaU have more shining dollani 
than there is in every farmer's chest between here and 
Dover.' 

" < When ? ' says BUI ; for the mention of the dofc 
lars, and he so poor a man, had quickened his appeisle 
fiwr the bargain. ^ When ? ' says he. 

" * This very night ; ' answered the black nan, 
^only sign this paper to do what I say!' 

^^ < And what is to be done?' asked Bill DiGnk. 

<< < Advertise this land on the Bearcamp for sale ! ^ 
slid the black man. 

'< ' Wen ?' answered Bffl liCnk. 

^^ ^ Go to Boston ; publish it in the papers ; eut it up 
mio btdlcting I6t6 ; draw it out oa a map ; lay roads ; 
plan streets ; cry up the waiter privileges ; erect mBst 
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uafMStories ; build churches ; open stores ; put up 
houses' 

" * What, all on paper ?' inquired Bill IdSnk, who 
was quite out of breath, at the rapidity of the di- 
rections. 

" * To be sure !' answered the black man. 

'' ^ Open a land office in Boston ; employ a clerk ; 
send circulars over the city; cover your table with 
plans and drafts ; fill your desks with deeds ; work 
hard ; think much ; talk largely ; — in short, become 
a flourishing land speculator.' 

" ' Ay, ay,' said BiU MSnk. 

" * Encourage buyers, with fair prondses and long 
credits ; work up an excitement ; identify it with re- 
li^on ; seduce the parson ; coax tibe deacons ; ' 

« ' Egad, I will,' said Bifl JCnk. 

" * In short, build up a great city where a tree 
is not cut, nor a swamp drained ; stir up emigration ; 
enlist capitalists ; pronuse dividends ; cheat the 
widows ; rob the heirs ; lure the merchants to over- 
trade ;' 

" * I'll lure them to the devil,' said William. 

" * You are the very man for mo,' exclaimed the 
black fellow ; ^ now sign the paper.' 

^^By this time BiU was dismounted from Ub 
awkward steed ; so cdtting down on a half-decayed log, 
he oigned the paper, and started for home. 

^* Before spring there was great excitement in flie 
good city of Boston, about tibie wild lands in New 
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Hampdlure. Goyernor Waitworih had recehtlj been 
appointed to preside over the province, and was mak» 
ing preparations to build him a splendid mansi^MEi, &r 
in &om the sea-board. Sellers were about in every 
quarter. The land was said to be the most fertile of 
any in New England, and nothing was talked about 
save city lots and splendid sites, pine timber and 
intervales, mill privileges and new roads. Great for- 
tunes were made in a day ; and he who yesterday 
wrought laboriously for the mere sustenance of life, 
to-day stood foremost as the wealthiest man on 'change. 
To be sure, some of the grave old puritans, who hud 
got rich by selling pins and needles, shook their heads, 
si^i doubted to what all this would grow ; but this 
was to be expected — they were behind the age, and 
every body pronounced them to be obstinate unbe- 
lievers. 

^^ Among the great men whom this ebullition of the 
times threw prominently upon the surface, was on« 
Mr. Montgomery, who had a land offipe in C(niihill. 
Nobody knew who he was, or whence he came, mi 
nobody cared. It was enough that he lived in princely 
style, owned houses on Beacon Hill, gave cosUy 
dinners, set up a superb livery, and was the most 
civil, complaisant, and urbane man in the whole citf 
of Boston. His office was crowded from morning 
to night wttb eager buyers of new lands in New 
Hampshire, and lus opinions were quoted as absolute 
in all matters relaiang to the value of real estate on 
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the frontiers. Such bargains as he had sold were 
never before known, and the city he had laid oat <m 
the Bearcamp river, it was believed, would rival Bos* 
ton in less than fifty years. Was any one desirous of 
growing suddenly rich, let him go to No. 17, Coxxh 
hill ; was a merchant in want of investments, Mr. 
Montgomery would sell lum such stocks as even Lon- 
don oould not boast ; were a family of rich heirs de- 
sirous of secure dividends, the land office was the never- 
failing resort ; — in short, to every one Mr. Montgom- 
eirj seemed the moving spirit of the time. The golden 
age had agsdn come to visit the world, and William 
Montgomery, Esquire, was the Mdas who , had 
brought it. 

^^ The summer passed away — autumn came and 
went — chill winter set in*^ — and ptill there was no 
abatement of the great bargains in New Hampshire 
lands. The coming of spring was looked forward to 
with great interest, for then the first colony was to 
move' northward, to the far-famed Bearcamp. Houses 
were framed — bricks were imported — ^mechanics were 
hired — stores were provided — farming tools were 
bought up — furniture was packed, and every thing 
made in readiness to start by the earliest spring. The 
Ei Dorado of' the western continent had in very deed 
at last appeared in si^t. 

^'In the midst of all these expectations, when the 
whole city rang with the noise of busy preparatbn, 
one morning No. 17 was closed. A crowd was 
gathered about the door at the usual time of opening, 
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bat no clerk appeared. An hoar passed by — the 
crowd had increased far up and down the street, and 
great impatience began to be manifest, when it was 
whispered by somebody, that Mr. Montgomery had 
been absent from home all night. A messenger was 
despatched to ascertain- the trath of the report ; bat 
before he coold return, a person came running up the 
street, announcing that Mr. Montgomery was probably 
drowned, his hat and cane having been found floating 
on the water, near Long Wharf. The consternation 
was great : — a general meeting of the citis^as was 
called together — boats with grappling irons were 
ordered to drag the bay : — but nothing was ever found 
of the body, and to this day it remains in doubt what 
was the fate of the land speculator/' 

" Andwhat became of his property,' asked my uncle. 

^' Oh, the town appointed trustees to settle that, 
but they did not find enough to pay a penny on a 
poimd. His houses were mortgaged, his chests were 
empty, his horses and carriages had disappeared, and 
his bonds and mortgages were all blank paper, hand- 
somely labeled and sealled ; his " 

" But the old intervale in Gampton ? who owned 
that?" 

'^ That was cleared and settled, after a time, by 
some of the buyers, but the owners never flourished ; 
and to this day there is not a thriving farm on the 
Bearoamp." 

"No wonder!'* said my grandmother, "/or iJie 
devU 9old it.^* 
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BY T. K. HERYEY. 

A Hebrew knelt, in the dyiDg light,-^ 

His eye was dim aud cpld^ 

The hairs on his brow were silver-white^ 

And his blood was thin aud old ! 

He lifted his look to his latest sun, — 

For, he knew that his pilgrimage was done ! — 

And as he saw Gk>d's shadow there,* 

His spirit poured itself in prayer! 

'^I come unto death's second-birth. 
Beneath a stranger-air, 
A pilgrim on a dull, cold earth, 
As all my fathers were ! 
And men hare stamped me with a cune^ — 
I feel it is not Tkine, 
Thy mercy — like yon sun — was made 
On me — as them — to shine ; 
And, therefore, dare I lift mine eye. 
Through that, to Thee, — before I die ! 

• Plato calls Truth the hody of God, and Light his jftoiM J— pMte^the 
ffublimeflt of all conceptiocM, havinf a marelj mortal braan for Uwlr birth 
place. 
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'^ In this great temple, built by Thee, 
Whose altars are divine. 
Beneath yon lamp, that, carelessly. 
Lights up Thine own true shrine. 
Oh ! take my latest sacrifice, — 
Look down, and make this sod 
Holy as that where long ago, 
The Hebrew met his God ! 

^^ I have not caused the widow's tears, 
Nor dimmed the orphan ^s eye, 
I have not stained the virgin's years, 
Nor mocked the mourner's cry ; 
The songs of Zion, in mine ear. 
Have, ever, been most sweet. 
And, always, when I felt Thee near. 
My ^shoes' were * off my feet'! 

" I have known Thee, in the whirl- wind, 
I have known Thee, on the hill, 
I have loved Thee, in the voice of birds, 
Or the music of the rill ! — 
I dreamt Thee, in the shadow, 
I saw Thee, in the light, 
I heard Thee, in the thunder-peal, 
And worshipped, in the night ! 
All beauty, while it spoke of Thee, 
Still made my soul rejoice. 
And my spirit bowed within itself, 
To hear Thy * still-small voice ' ! — 
1 have not felt myself a thing 
Far from Thy presence driven ; 
By flaming sword or waving wing, 
Shut out from Thee and heaven ! 
8 



98 FEIENDSHIP'S GIFT. 

" Must I the whirlwind reap, because 
My fethers sowed the storm, 
Or shrink — because another sinned, — 
Beneath Thy red right arm ? 
Oh ! much of this we dimly scan. 
And much is all unknown, — 
But I will not take my curse from man, 
I turn to Thee, alone ! 
Oh ! bid my fainting spirit live. 
And what is dark reveal. 
And what is evil, oh ! forgive. 
And what is broken heal, 
And cleanse my nature, from above. 
In the deep Jordan of Thy love! 

*< I know not if the Christian's heaven 
Shall be the same as mine, 
I only ask to be forgiven, 
And taken home to Thine ! 
I weary on a far, dim strand, 
Whose mansions are as tombs. 
And long to find the father-land. 
Where there are many homes ! — 
Oh ! gi*ant, of all yon starry thrones, 
Some dim and distant star. 
Where Judah's lost and scattered sons 
May love Thee, from afar ! 
When ali earth's myriad harps shall meet. 
In choral praise and prayer. 
Shall Zion's harp — of old, so sweet, — 
Alone be wanting, there ? 
Yet place me in Thy lowest seat, 
Though I — as now — be, there, 
The Christian's scorn, the Chrisdan's jest ( 
But let me see and hear, 
From some dim mansion in the aky^ 
The bright ones, and their melody ! ^ 



THE ANNIVERSARY. 



BY ALAEIC A. WATTS. 



'* The world was all before us, where to choose 
Our place of rest, and Providence our guide/' 



MiUon. 



Twenty chequered years have passed, — 
Summer suns and wintry weather, — 

Since, our lot in concert cast, 
Fkst we "climbed the hill" together. 

And the world before us lay 

In its brightest colors drest, 
As we took our joyous way 

To select our place of rest 

Fortune's smiles we could not boast ; 

Fame — we had not dream't of Fame! 
Friendship, e'n when needed most. 

We had only known — by name. 

So, despising trappings rich. 

We decked our bower with humbler things, 
And in friendship's empty niche 

Love installed — without his wings ! 
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There, though twenty years have fled^ 
Chequered o'er by good and ill, 

He lifts aloft his beaming head, 
The same, young, household still ! 
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They laid her in a narrow bed. 

The foeman of her land and race; 
And sighs were breathed, and tears were shed, 

Above her lowly resting place ; — 
Ay ! glory's crimson worshippers 

Wept over her untimely fall, 
For deeds of mercy, such as hers. 

Subdue the hearts and eyes of all. 

To sound her worth were guilt and shame, 

In us who love but gold and ease ; — 
They heed alike otir praise or blame, 

Who live and die in works like these. 
Far greater than the wise or brave, 

Far happier than the fair and gay. 
Was she, who found a martyr's grave 

On that red field of Monterey. 



THE DISCLAIMER 



A TALE OF ROME. 

"Enow that the human being's thoughts and deeds 
Are not like ocean billows lightly moved ; 
The irnier world his microcosmus is — 
The deep shaft out of which they spring eternally." 

I KNOW of few situations more favorable to the 
indulgence of a habit — doubtless of questionable 
utility in these utilitarian days, although sanctioned 
by the example of no less a personage than Geoflfrey 
Crayon — the habit of day-dreaming, than that of a 
traveller when cosily ensconced within the narrow 
limits of an Italian vettura. If the coach is old, the 
steeds superannuated, and the vetturino utterly devoid 
of Jehu ambition, as is ordinarily the case — if the 
road abound in long, winding declivities —« if the 
passengers be taciturn, and the quiet, sunny atmos- 
phere of early autumn prevail, such a combination of 
circumstances will produce upon his mental mood 
somewhat the effect of lateral sunbeams shining 
through richly-colored windows, upon the marble floor 
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of a cathedral. The unages of Memory and Hope 
will appear magnified, and ht up into soothing beauty, 
as revealed by the mellow light of musing. At least, 
such was my experience during the afternoon of a 
long day, the evening of which we designed to pass 
under the shelter of the Seven Hills, whence the 
thunders of ancient eloquence and war were so lav- 
ishly fulminated. Aroused by the exclamation of a 
Tuscan friar, my next neighbor, who had mistaken a 
semicircular cloud floating in the far horizon, for the 
dome of St. Peter's, I began to note the state of 
things around. Our humble locomotive was creeping 
up a hill, formidable only from its length, and the 
customary murmur of paupers at the windows was 
blending with the rumbling of the carriage and the 
monotonous cheerings of the veUuriv/o. Suddenly a 
&ce peered in at the window, so singular and start* 
ling in its features and expression, as to convey an 
impression never to be forgotten. The beggar throng 
seemed to have been awed into a retreat by the stran- 
ger's appearance; so that the idea, that he was of 
their fraternity, was banished as soon as suggested. 
Grasping the knob of, the coach door, and leaning over 
till his long dark beard rested on the window sill, he 
gazed with stem moumfulness upon us, and muttered, 
in a subdued, quiet tone, alternately in German and 
Italian, — "I didn't do it,'* till our vehicle reached 
the summit of the mountain, when, at the renewed 
speed of the horses, he stopped, waved his hand, 
looked after us a moment, and was lost to view. 
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"Wliile we were tarrying at the gate, to obtain the 
requisite signatures to our passports, a fine-looking 
old gentleman, one of the occupants of the cabriolet, 
perceiving my thoughts were still upon the remarka- 
ble intrusion we had recently experienced, seemed 
disposed to converse on the subject. 

" Was not that a head for Salvator's pencil ? " he 
asked. 

" Ay — think ye he could not unfold a tale meet 
for Dante's Inferno ?" inquired the friar. 

The old man seemed somewhat offended, and turned 
away without replying, 

^' Can you tell me aught of this man ? " I asked. 

" Signer," he replied, " perhaps I can. We shall 
doubtless meet ere many days, at the caffe or on the 
Pincian " 

He was interrupted by the oflScer who returned us 
our passports, and in a moment after we were rattling 
by the foimtain in the Piazza del Popolo, most of us 
absorbed in the thousand varying emotions with which 
the stranger for the first time enters the Eternal city. 

Whoever would eflfectuaUy banish the disagreeable 
impression which the first view of the Forum, when 
seen by the garish light of day, almost invariably 
induces, should early avail himself of a moonlight 
evening, to renew his visit. The wood merchants, 
lounging among their cattle and diminutive carts — 
the score of ant-like excavators, and the groups of 
improvidents, are tiien no longer visible, and the 
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scene eidiibits sometibing of the dignity which we 
spontaneously associate with Roman ruins. At such 
a season I had perambulated, more than once, the 
e^ace between the Arch of Titus and the Temple of 
Peace, and began to wonder that no other sojourner 
had been tempted by the auspicious Hght to roam 
thither — for the moon was nearly full, and the at- 
mosphere remarkably clear — when, happening to 
glance toward the Coliseum, I saw a stately figure 
emerge from the pile, as if to answer my conjecture. 
There are circumstances under which the sight of a 
human being — simply as such — is an event of pro- 
found interest. Thus it was on this occasion ; and I 
stepped from the shadow of the ruin near which I was 
standing, that the stranger might be aware of my pres- 
ence. Immediately his steps were directed toward me, 
and, while yet at some distance, the voice in which his 
sidutation was uttered, convinced me that my aged 
eorrvpagnon de voyage was approaching. In a few 
moments we were seated upon a bench which some 
laborers had left among the weeds, muffled in our 
cloaks ; and thus the old man spoke in answer to my 
entreaties for his promised tale. 

'^ It is a curious study, signer, to trace the inklings 
of superstition, where the general vein of character is 
vivacious or its elements intense. And it is, perhaps, 
impossible for an unimaginative mind to understand 
tiie deep interest which urges some men daringly to 
touch tiie sensitive and latent chords of the human 



THB mSCLAIMSB. lOT 

hearty in order to-call forih tiieir mystic music. Yet 
with Carl Werner, the love of thus experimenting was 
a passion. Not that he lacked susceptibility ; on the 
contrary, the very refinement of his feelings led him 
to speculate upon the deeper and more intricate 
characteristics of his race. Deeply imbued with the 
trsuiscendental spirit which distinguishes the intellect- 
tial men of his country, his curiosity was essential]|y 
ideal. Several years ago he arrived in Rome, and 
was soon domesticated in the family of Ghristofero 
Verdi, whose suit of apartments were directly above 
a range of studios in one of the most extensive build- 
ings in the Via OondoUa. His rooms, as you must 
be aware, if you have many acquaintances among the 
German residents here, were, at this time, a great 
resort for northern artists. Berenice Verdi, his only 
child, was one of those beings who seem destined to 
pass through life without being justly apprehended 
even by their intimates. There was a peculiar want 
of correspondence between her ordinary manner and 
real disposition. She was playful rather than serious, 
and yet beneath a winning sportiveness of demeanor, 
deep and strange elements of feeling and fancy were 
Rowing. Between Carl and Berenice there grew up 
a strong sympathy ; and yet the sentiment could not 
be called love Indeed, her habitual treatment of 
her father's young friend was what the world would 
have called coquett^h. She was ever rallying him 
on his peculiarities, and he was ever acting the phi- 
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losopher rather than the beau. But the truth was, 
she deeply reverenced Carl, and was drawn toward 
him by his very isolation and kindness ; and he saw 
&rther into her character than any one else, and was 
sensible of an interest such as the consciousness of 
ihis insight alone, would naturally mspire. Berenice 
was nervous and excitable in her temperament, and 
ausceptible to the awful in romance beyond any being 
I ever knew. Carl wielded this influence with the 
freedom and power of an imaginative German. She 
felt his sway, and, like other unacknowledged victims 
in the social umverse, strove, perhaps unwittingly, by 
an assumed appearance, to keep out of sight reality. 

'^ Carl came to Rome professedly as an artist ; 
but the views, the motives, the very spirit of the man 
were as totally unlike those which influence and 
characterize the multitude of students of painting and 
sculpture who frequent this region, as his physiogomy ; 
and that, you are aware, is sufficiently remarkable. 
One trait, which I observed at once, was sufficient to 
distinguish him from the herd. So wide and seem- 
ingly impassable, in his mind, was the chasm between 
conception and execution, that his genius, inventive 
and active as it was, appeared completely thwarted 
and bewildered. The few results of its exercise with 
which I am acquainted, were called forth by the 
appeal of friendship ; and these were altogether in- 
sufficient to rescue the young German from the charge 
of idleness and apathy brought against him, some- 
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times with no litUo asperity, by some members of Up 
fraternity. But Carl duly received his remittanees, 
discharged his obligations, contributed his moiety 
toward the convivial enjoyments of his compatriots, 
luid molested bo one; and, therefore, he was pev- 
mUted to ^ijoy his eccentricities incoiu|)aratiYe peao^ 
One or two letters were, indeed, fcwnyarded by a pre- 
tentious acquakitance to his nearest relative, sug- 
gesting the expediency of incarcerating him m 
an insane asylum ; but as no notice was takea 
of the epistles, it is presumed they shared tlM 
oommon fate of voluntary advice, and were treated 
with perfect indifference, silent indignation, or con- 
iempt. The conduct which induced such a pro- 
aedxae was, in truth, such as an ordinary observer 
WK)uld naturally ascribe to mental aberration ; and, 
strictly speaking, it might have been thus accounted 
for philosophically. Carl passed the greater part rf 
every night amid these ruins ; his speculations on the 
obelisks, treasures of the Vatican, and even on iiie 
opera performances, were as unintelligible to mosl; 
persons as they were intrinsically peculiar. But his 
didef peculiarity was that to which I first alluded — a 
disposition to play upon the minds of his fellow beings, 
hy addressing their hopes and fears through the me- 
dsiim of imagination. I could not now relate tk» 
thoinand anecdotes I have heard in illustration of the 
force tf t6m {nropensity in him. 3Ihe vin^e, fttol m- 

9 
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stance, of the effects of which I was personallj a wiir 
ness, will suffice. 

" One evening, while Carl and several brother ar- 
tists were enjoying their coffee at Christofero's, .the 
conversation turned upon portrait pamiing, and finaUj 
npon the attempts of artists to portray themselves. 
Berenice — who just before had related a dream, in 
which several of the old portraits in the Barbarini 
Palace seemed to her suddenly endowed with life, and 
to converse together on some of the political interests 
of their times — rallied Carl as being the only one of 
tibe coterie who had not attempted his own likeness. 
* Confess, Werner,' said she, * that the fear" of not do- 
ing justice to thy notable phiz, has deterred thee 
from any endeavor to prepare even a sketch for thy 
friends in Leipsic. I doubt if thou wouldst allow Tit- 
ian and Raphael, should they re-appear, to share the 
honor of depicting thee.' Carl made no reply save 
by composedly sipping his favorite beverage ; and 
when the laugh had subsided, the subject was forgot- 
ten in the discussion of some other topic. 

^^ On a fine afternoon, a few days after this inter- 
viewt Carl and Berenice incidentally met on the dark 
stair-way. It was not usual for the former to go forth 
at that hour, and the latter was in a conversable hur 
mor. By way of beginning a colloquy, she begged 
the loan of a particular drawing. Werner, as usual, 
expressed his readiness to oblige her, and hurried on ; 
but after descending a few steps, he turned round, as 
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if a sudden and important thougjit had struck him. 
* Berenice,' said he, * go not to my room for the sketch ; 
I will bring it thee in an hour.' Having thus spoken, 
he hastened away, the iron-«hod heels of his boots 
ringing on the stone stairs, till he reached the street 
door — then, returning, with a noiseless tread, to his 
studio, he so arranged the window curtains as to ex- 
clude all light except the chastened rays that gleamed 
through the upper panes, and shot obliquely across 
the room, leaving the side which was hung with paint» 
ings in shadow. Here he had previously stationed an 
easel upon which rested a fresh and richly-draped por- 
trait, while from its edge, masses of green cloth fell 
in folds to the floor, so that nothing but the prbjecting 
top and slanting position of the machine rendered it 
cognizable. To cut out, with a sharp penknife, the 
head from the picture, and insert his own living head 
in its place, to comb the hair and whiskers outward 
.upon the canvass so as to render it impossible to dis- 
tinguish the actual from the portrayed, to fix his dark, 
deep eye upon a distant point, and compose into 
death-like quietude the lines of his expressive coun- 
tenance, — all this with Carl was but the work of a 
moment. 

^^ Meantime Berenice might be heard restlessly pa- 
cing the narrow bounds of her little boudoir overhead, 
her mind occupied precisely as Werner had anticipat- 
ed. ^ What can Carl be about ? ' she musingly in- 
quired ; ' now what if we have laughed him into tak- 
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ing his own portrait? A capital joke, truly, to 
broach at sapper to-night ! What ! the independent, 
aelf-sufficient Werner, who lives in the clouds, spurred 
into unwonted action by the ridicule of us — conmion 
mortals ? Ha ! ha ! There can be no harm in tak- 
ing a single peep into his sanctum. By this time be 
18 on the other side of the river, or in the Villa Bor- 
ghese.' And with these reflections, Berenice ran 
down, and stole gently into tiie apartment of ^e 
mysterious artist. 

"Her eye fell directly upon the countenance of 
Werner. ' Conceited as ever !' she exclaimed, re- 
garding the elegant drapery depicted upon the can- 
vass ; ^ and the likeness, — poh ! that's no better than 
it should be ; the brow is too ample, the eye too ex- 
pressive ; that scornful play of the lip, though, is 
right. Well, I suppose this flattered, wooden-lodid&g 
portrait must be lauded as the best product of the 
pencil since Vandyke's time — and all because of the 
industrious, a&ble and gifted Carl Werner, of Leip- 
«ic ! ' As Berenice uttered the last sentence, in a tone 
of irony, she fixed her gaze upon the eyes of the por- 
trait. The echo of her words seemed marvellously 
prolonged, and just as it died away, the solemn chant 
of a priestly train, about to administer the last sacra- 
ment to the dying inhabitant of the next dwelling stole 
Buoumfully up from the street. The latent supersti- 
tion of Berenice was awakened. Her gaze became 
more steadfast. She&ou^t, she dreamed, — nay. 
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she felt that those eyes were reading her soul as they 
foil oft had done ; the electric fluid which only living 
eyes can communicate was perceptibly radiated : the 
tery lips seemed wreathing into a meaning smile, and 
the lines of the forehead working as she had se^t 
tiiem in his thoughtful moods. She would have given 
worlds to have withdrawn her gazje ; but the illusicMi 
was too complete. She kneeled down from very fee- 
bleness and awe, and folding her arms fervently up<Mi 
her bosom, as if to still its audible throbbings, she 
gazed on hke a fascinated bird. Gold dew distilled 
upon her brow ; the fever of her blood dried it away, 
and now its surface was calm, and unmoistened, like 
newly-chiseled marble. 

" Her emotions, individually intense as they were, 
in their now concentrated energy, were momentarily 
growing more unendurable. She leaned forward in 
an agony of expectation. The aspect of the poiv 
trait remained unchanged, but from the lips stole out, 
in the tones which had won her heart, the single word 
— ' Berenice ! ' It struck her ear like the knell of a 
catastrophe. She uttered one despairing cry, and 
sunk upon the floor. That ejaculation was borne on 
her last breath. 

" When my efforts had been unavailingly exhausted 
in efforts to resuscitate the unfortunate lady — for be- 
ing the nearest physician, I was first called — my at- 
tention was turned toward the wretched originator of 
the tragedy. Werner lay crouched upon the carpet. 
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gazing with an expressdon in which insanity and des- 
pair were strangely blended, upon the form of Bere- 
nice. Reason was now, indeed, overthrown. Per- 
ceiving himself noticed, he crawled to my feet, and 
looking piteously up, murmured in a convulsive tone 
-^-^ I didnH do it.* His constant repetition of this 
phrase, year after year, has obtained for him the title 
of The Disclaimer. Remorse peoples his ima^na- 
tion with her awfiil images. And he will doubtless be 
a wanderer, feared by the rabble and pitied by few, 
till accident or disease lays low his powerful frame, 
and enfranchises from the thrall of insanily his extra- 
ordinary and aspiring spirit." 



SECRET COURTSHIP. 



BERAN6E1. 



A blind mother sita in a cottage, beside her iMretty daughter, and caatione 
her against love, while, all the time, an amatury scene is goiag on between the 
girl and the yery lover whom the old dame dreads. 

Daughter, while you turn your wheel, 

Listen to the words I say. 
Colin has contrived to steal 

Your unthinking heart away. 
Of his fawning voice beware, 
You are all the blind one's care. 
And I mark your sighs, when'er 

Our young neighbors' name is heard. 
CoHn's tongue is false, though winning — 

Hist ! the window is unbarred ! 
Ah! Lisette, you are not spinning! 

The room Is close and warm, you say ; 

But, my daughter do not peep 
Through the casement — night and day 

Colin there his watch doth keep. 
Think not mine a grumUiug (oogve : 
Ah ! here st ray breast you hung, 
I, like you, was fiiir and young, 
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And I know how apt is love 
To lead the youthful heart to siDDiog- 

Hist ! the door, I hear it move, 
Ah ! Lisette, you are not spinning ! 

It is a gust of wind you say, 

That hath made the hinges grate ; 
And my poor, old growling Tray, 

Must you break for that his pate ? 
Ah, my child, put faith in me ; 
Age permits me to foresee 
Colin soon will faithless be. 

And your love to an abyss 
Of grief, will be the sad beginning — 

Bless me ! sure I heard a kiss ! 
Ah ! Lisette, you are not spinning ! 

'T was your little bird you say. 

Grave that tender kiss, just now; 
Make him cease his trifling, pray, 

He will rue it else, I vow. 
Love, my girl, oft bringeth pain, 
Shame and sorrow, in its train, 
While the false, successful swain, 

Scorns the heart he hath beguiled 
From true virtue's path to sinning — 

Hist ! I hear you move, child ! 
Ah ! Lisette, you are not spinning ! 

You wish to take the air you say ; 

Think you, daughter, I believe you ? 
Bid young Colin go his way, 

Or at once, as bride receive you ! 
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Let him go to church, and there 
Show his purpose to be fair ; 
But, till then, beside my chair 

You must work, my girl, Dor heed ~ 
AH his vows, so foud and winning. 

Tangled in love's web, indeed — 
Liaette, my daughter, mind your 8|Mnning! 



THE BLUE E'ED LASSIE. 



BT JOHN IMLAH. 

I Lo'£ thee, lassie ! ah ! how weel, 

Nae thocht can reach — nae word reveal - 

As naoe hae felt — as naoe can feel, 

My bonnie blue e'ed lassie, O. 

I lo'e thee mair, sweet Isabel, 

Than sign can show, or tongue can tell 

My love, my life, my second seP, 

My bonnie blue e'ed lassie, O. 

O ! then by lip or look convey, 
How I may wile thy heart away, 
And I will bless thee night and day, 

My bonnie blue e'ed lassie, O. 

Say, shall I roose thy rougish mou', 
Or praise thy pawkie e'en sae blue, 
What shall 1 say ? what can I do ? 

My bonnie blue e'ed lassie, O. 

Should cares combine, and ills increase. 
To wreck my pleasure, rest, and peace — 
Were life but torment — death release, 
My bonnie blue e'ed lassie, O. 
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For thy sweet sake — for thine alane, 
Through toil and trouble, grief and iMtin, 
Fd live to lo'e, and ca' my ain. 

My bonnie blue e'ed lassie, O. 



Tbr birds have eung themseives to refit. 

Thiit flitted 'round our bo'^er; 
Tho weight of the uigbi-dew has howtd 

The headof erery flower; 

The ringiog of the buDter'u horn 

Has ceased upon the hill ; 
Tho collage windon-s gleam with lighl. 

Tho harvest EOiig is still ! 

And safe and silent in Uie bay, • 

Is moored each fiaher'a prow; 

E^ch wearied one Iihb soughi his boiuc, 
But where, m; love, art ibou ? 

I picked a rose, a red blush rose, 

JuBt as the dews begun, 
I kissed its leaves, but thought one kias 
Would be a sweeter one. 

I kepi the rose and kiss, I thought 
How dear thoy both would be ! 

But DOW I fear tho rose and kiss 
Are kept in voiu for thee 1 



I 



THE TALKING LADY. 



BY MES3 MITE^RD, 



Een Jonson has a play called The Silent Woman, 
who turns out, as might be expected, to be no woman 
at all — nothing, as Master Slender said, *^ but a 
great lubberly boy ; " tliereby, aa I apprehend, dis- 
courteously presumini; that a silent woman b a non- 
entity. If the leaiTicd dramatist, thug happily pre- 
pared and pre-dispoaed, had happened to fall in with 
such a apecimen of female loquacity as I have just 
parted with, he might, perhaps, have given us a pen- 
dant to his picture in the TaHdog Lady. Pity but he 
had ! He would have done her justice, which I could 
not at any time, least of all now : I am too much 
stunned ; too much like ono escaped from a belfry on 
a coronation day. I am just resting from the fatigue 
of four days' hard listening ; fom- snowy, sleety, rainy 
days — days of every variety of falling weather, all of 
them too bad to admit the possibility that any petti- 
coated thing, were she as hardy as a Scotch fir, should 
stir out, — four days chained by "sad civihty" to 
10 
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that fir4«ide, once so quiet, and again — cheering 
thought ! again I trust to be so, when the echo of that 
yisiter's incessant tongue shaU have died away. 

The visiter in question, is a very excellent and re- 
spectable elderly lady, upright in mind and body, with 
a figure that does honor to her dancing-ooaster, a face 
exceedingly well preserved, wrinkled and freckled, 
but still fair, and an air of gentility over her whole 
person, which is not the least affected by her out^f- 
fashion garb. She could never be taken for any thing 
but a woman of family, and perhaps she could as little 
pass for any other than an old maid. She took us in 
her way from liondon to the West of Engiland : and 
being, as she wrote, ^^ not quite well, not equal to 
much company, prayed that no other guest might be 
admitted, so that she might have the pleasure of our 
conversation all to herself," — (^ Ours J 86 if it were 
possible for any of us to slide in a word edgewise !) — 
'' and especially enjoy the gratification of talking over 
old times with the master of Hxe house, her country- 
man." Such was tiie promise of her letter, and to 
the letter it has been kept. All the news and scandal 
oi a large couniy, forty years ago, and a hundred 
years before, and ever since, all the marriages, deaths, 
births, elopements, lawsuits and casualties of her own 
times, her father's, grandfietther's, great-grandfieiAer's, 
nephew's, and grand-nephew's, has she detailed with a 
minuteness, an accuracy, a prodigalify of learning, a 
pfofuseness of proper names, a pedantry o! locality, 
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which would excite the enyy of a ooonty historim, a 
king-at-arms, or even a Scotch novelist. Her knowl- 
edge is astonishing ; but the most astonishing part of 
all is, how she came by that knowledge. It should 
seem, to listen to her, as if, at some time of her life, 
she had listened herself ; and yet her countryman de- 
clares, that in the forty years he has known her, no 
such event has occured ; and she knows new news, too ! 
It must be intuition. 

The manner of her speech has little remarkable. 
It is rather old-fashioned and provincial, but perfectly 
lady-like, low aaid gentle, and not seeming so fast as 
it is ; like Uie great pedestrians she clears her ground 
easily, and never seems to use any exertion ; yet, ^' I 
would my horse had the speed of her tongue, and so 
good a continuer." She will talk you sixteen hours a 
day for twenty days together, and not deduct one 
poor five minutes for halts and baiting time. Talk- 
ing, sheer talking, is meat and drink and sleep to her. 
She likes nothing else. Eating is a^sad interruption 
For the tea-table she has some toleration ; but dinner, 
with its clatter of plates and jingle of knives and forks, 
dinner is her abhorrence. Nor are the other common 
pursuits of life more in her favor. Walking exhausts 
the breath that might be better employed. Dancing 
is a noisy diversion, and singing is worse ; she cannot 
endure any music, except the long, grand, dull con- 
certo, which nobody thinks of listening to. Beading 
and chess she diasses togetibier as silent barbarisms, 
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nnworiihj of a social and civilized people. • Cards, too, 
have their faults ; there is a rivalry, a mute eloquence 
in those four aces, that leads away the attention ; be- 
sides, partners will sometiines scold ; so she never 
plays at cards ; and upon the strength of this absti- 
nence had very nearly passed for senam, till it was 
discovered that she could not abide a long seniM»h 
She always looks out for the shortest preacher, aiid 
never went to above one Bible meeting in her life. 
^ Such speeches ! " quoth she, '' I thought the men 
never meant to have done. People have great need 
of patience." Plays, of course, she abhors ; and ope* 
ras, and mobs, and all things that will be heard, es- 
pecially children ; though for babies, particularly when 
aeleep, for dogs and pictures, and such silent intelli- 
gences as serve to talk of and talk to, she has a con- 
siderable partiality ; and an agreeable and gracious 
flattery to the mammas and other owners of these 
pretty dumb things is a very usual introduction to her 
miscellaneous harangues. The matter of these ora- 
tions is inconceivably various. Perhaps the local and 
genealogical anecdotes, the sort of Supplement to the 
history of * * * * * shire, may be her strongest p<nnt; 
but she shines almost as much in medicine and house- 
wifery. Her medical dissertations savor a little of 
tiiat particular branch of the science called quackery. 
She has a specific against almost every disease to 
which the human frame is liable ; and is terribly 
prosy and unmerciful in her symptoms. Her cures 
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IdU. In house-keeping, her notions resemble those of 
o&er verbal managers ; full of economy and retrench-' 
ment, with a leaning towards reform, though she loves 
so well to declaim on the abuses in the cook's depart- 
ment, that I am not sure that she would very heartily 
ttiank any radical who should sweep them quite away. 
For the rest, her system sounds very finely in theory, 
bat rather fails in practice. Her recipes would be 
ci^ital, only that someway or other they do not eal 
well; her preserves seldom keep; and her sweet 
wines are sure to turn sour. These are certainly hw 
fovorite topics ; but any one will do. Allude to some 
anecdote of the neighborhood, and she forthwith treats 
you with as many parallel passages as are to be found 
in an air with variations. Take up a new publication, 
and she is equally at home there ; for though she 
knows Uttle of books, she has, in the course of an up* 
and-down life, met with a good many authors, and 
teazes and provokes you by telling of them precisely 
what you do not care to hear, the maiden names of 
their wives, and the Christian names of their daugh* 
ters, and into what families their sisters and cousibs 
married, and in what towns they have lived, whai 
streets, and what numbers. Boswell himself never 
drew up tlie table of Dr. Johnson's Fleet^treet courit 
witli greater care, than she made out to me the suc^ 
cessive residences of P. P., Esq., author of a tract on 
t^e French Revolution, and a pamphlet on the Poor 
Laws. G9ie very weather is not a safe subject. Her 

10* 
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memory is a perpetoal re^ster of hard firosts, aad long 
droughts, and high winds,^ and terrible storms, with 
all the evils that followed in their train, and all the 
personal events connected with them, so that if you 
happen to remark that clouds are come up, and yoa 
fear it may rain, she replies, ^' Ay, it is just such a 
poming as three and thirty years ago, when my poor 
cousin was married — ^you remember my cousin Bar- 
bara — she married so and so, the son of so and so ; '' 
and then comes the whole pedigree of the bridegroom ; 
the amount of the settlements, and the reading and 
EOgning them over night ; a description of the wedding- 
dresses, in the style of Sir Charles Grandison, and 
how much the bride's gown cost per yard ; the names, 
residences, and a short subsequent history of the 
bridemaids and men, the gentleman who gave the 
bride away, and the clergyman who performed the 
ceremony, with a learned antiquarian digression rela- 
tive to the church ; then the setting out in procession ; 
the marriage ; the kissing ; the crying ; the break- 
fasting ; the drawing the cake through the ring ; and 
finally, the bridal excursion, which brings us back 
again at an hour's end to the starting-post, the weath- 
er, and the whole story of the sopping, the drying, the 
dothes-spoiling, the cold-catching, and all the small 
evils of a summer shower. By this time it nuns, and 
she sits down to a patiietic seensaw of conjectures on 
the chance of Mrs. Smith's having set out for her 
daily walk, or the possibility that Dr. Brown may 
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have y^ntared to visit his patients in his gig, and the 
certainty that Lady Green's new house-maid wonid 
come from London on the outside of the coach. 

With aU this intolerable prosing, she is actually 
reckoned a pleasant woman! Her acquaintance in 
the great manufacturing town where she usually re- 
sides is very large, which may partly account for the 
misnomer. Her conversation is of a sort to bear di- 
viding. Besides, there is, in all large societies, an 
instinctive sympathy which directs each individual to 
tiie companion most congenial to his humour. Doubt- 
less, her associates deserve the old French comjdi- 
ment, " Ih ont toiis un grand talent pour le silence J^ 
Parcelled out amongst some seventy or eighty, there 
may even be some savour in her talk. It is the tete-a- 
tete that kills, or the small fire-side circle of three or 
four, where only one can speak, and all the rest must 
seem to listen — seem did I say ? — must listen in 
good earnest. Hotspur's expedient in a similar situa- 
tion of crying " Hem ! Go to," and marking not a 
word, will not do here ; compared to her, Owen Glen- 
dower was no conjurer. She has the eye of a hawk, 
and detects a wandering glance, an incipient yawn, 
the slightest movement of impatience. The very 
needle must be quiet. K a pair of scissors do but 
wag, she is aflfronted, draws herself up, breaks off in 
the middle of a story, of a sentence, of a word, and 
the unlucky culprit must, for civility's sake, summon a 
more than Spartan fortitude, and beg the torturer to 
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resume her torments — ^^ That, that is the xmkmdest 
cut of all !" I wonder, if she had happened to have 
married, how many husbands she would have talked to 
death. It is certain that none of her relations are 
longlived after she comes to reside with them. Fatb* 
er, mother, uncle, sister, brother, two nephews, and 
one niece, all these have successively passed away, 
though a healthy race, and with no visible disorder— 
except — but we must not be uncharitable. They 
might have died, though she had been bom dumb : •— 
" It is an accident that happens every day." Since 
the disease of her last nephew, she attempted to form 
an establishment with a widow lady, for the sake, as 
fliey both said, of the comfort of society. But— 
strange miscalculation ! she was a talker too ! They 
parted in a week. 

And we have also parted. I am just retunung 
fix)m escortmg her to the coach, which is to convey 
her two hundred miles westward ; and I have still the 
murmur of her adieux resounding in my ears, like the 
indistinct hum of the air on a frosty night. It was 
curious to see how, almost simultaneously, these 
mournful adieux shaded into cheerful salutations of 
her new comrades, the passengers in the mail. Poor 
souls ! Little does the civil young lad who made way 
for her, or the fat lady, his mamma, who with pains 
and inconvenience made room for her, or the grumpy 
gentieman in the opposite comer, who, after some dUa. 
pute, was at length won to admit her dressmg box,-»- 
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little do they suspect what is to befal them. Two 
hundred miles ! and she never sleeps in a carriage ! 
Well, patience be with them, and comfort and peace ! 
A pleasant journey to them ! And to her all happi* 
ness ! She is a most kind and excellent person, one 
for whom I would do anything in my poor power — ah, 
even were it to listen to her another four days. 



SHAKSPEARE. 



BT LAMAN BLAIVCHAIID. 



Deeply reverent as are now the coantleas worshippers of Shakspeare, there 
breathed not one, perliapa who worshipped the bard with a more ardent and purer 
feeling, than Laman Blancliard ; in proof of which let these lines testify, wluch 
were written — On the first page of a volume intended for the reception of essays 
and drawings illustraUve of Shakspeare: — 

Like one who stands 
On the bright verge of some enchanted shore, 
Where notes from airy harps, and hidden hands, 
Are, from the green grass and golden sands. 

Far echoed, o'er and o'er. 
As if the tranced listener to invite 

Into that world of light 

Thus stood I here. 
Musing awhile on these nnblotted leaves. 
Till the blank pages brighten'd,^and mine ear 
Found music in their nistling, sweet and clear, 

And wreathes that fancy weaves, 
Entwined the volume — fill'd with grateful lays, 

And songs of rapturous praise. 



8HAKSFSARS. 181 

No sound I heard, 
But echoed o'er and o'er our Shakspeare's oame, ~ 
One lingering note of love, link'd word to word. 
Till every leaf was as a fairy bird. 

Whose song is still the same ; 
Or each was as a flower, with folded cells 

For Plucks and Ariels ! 

And visions grew — 
Visions not brief, though bright, which frosted age 
Hath failed to rob of one diviner hue, 
Making them more familiar, yet more new — 

These flashed into the page ; 
A group of crowned things — the radiant themes 

Of Shakspeare's Avon dreams. 

Of crowned things — 
(Rare crowns of living gems and lasting flowers). 
Some in the human likeness, some with wings — 
Dyed in the beauty of ethereal springs — 

Some shedding piteous showers 
Of natural tears, and some in smiles that fell 

Like sunshine on a dell. 

Here Art had caught 
The perfect mould of Hamlet's princely form — 
The frantic Thane, fiend -cheated, lived, methought ; 
Here Timon howl'd ; anon, sublimely wrought, 

Stood Lear amid the storm ; 
There Romeo droop'd, or soared, while Jacqu^ here. 

Still watched the weeping deer. 
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And then a throng 
Of heavenly natures, clad in earthly ?e6t, 
Like angel*apparition8, pass'd along ; 
The rich lippM Rosaline, all light and song, 

And Imogen's white breast ; 
Low-yo' 'ed Cordelia, with her stifled sighs, 

Aiid Juliet's shrouded eyes. 

The page, turned o'er, 
Show'd Kate — or Viola — * my Lady Tongue,' 
The lost Venetian, with her living Moor ; 
The Maiden- Wonder, on the haunted shore, . 

Happy, and fair, and young ; 
Till on a poor, love-martyr'd mind I look — 

Ophelia at the brook. 

With sweet Anne Page 
The bright throng ended ; for, untouched by time, 
Came Falstaf^ laughter-laurell'd, young in age, 
With many a ripe and sack-devoted sage ! 

And deathless clowns sublime, 
Crowded the leaf^ to vanish at a swoop, 

Like Oberon and his troop. 

Here sate, entranced, 
Malvolio, leg trapp'd ; — he who served the Jew 
Still with the fiend seem'd running; — then advanced 
Messina's pretty piece of flesh, and danced 

With Bottom and his crew ; 
Mercutio, Benedick, press'd points of wit, 

And Osrick made his hit. 
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At these, ere long, 
Awoke my laughter, and the spell was past ; 
Of the gay multitude, a manrellous throng. 
No trace is here — no tints, no word, no song, 

On these bare leaves are east — 

The altar has been rear'd, an offering fit — 

The flame is still unlit. 

O ! who now bent 
In humble reverence, hopes one wreath to bind 
Worthy of him, whose genius, strangely blent. 
Could kindle " wonder and astonishment'' 

In Milton's starry mind ! 
Who stood alone, but not as one apart. 

And saw man's inmost heart 
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BETTER DAYS. 



ANONYMOtrs. 



Better days are like Hebrew verbs, liiey have no 
present tense ; they are of the past or future only. 
"All that's bright must fade," says Tom Moore. 
Very likely ; and so must all that's not bright. To 
hear some people talk, you would imagine tiiat there 
was no month in the year except November, and that 
the leaves had nothing else to do than to fall off the 
trees. And to refer again to Tom Moore's song, 
about the '^ Stars that shine and fall," one might sup- 
pose that by this time all the stars in heaven had been 
blown out like so many farthing candles in a show- 
booth at Bartle-my fair ; and as for flowers and leaves, 
if they go away, it is only to make way for new ones. 
There are as many stars in heaven as ever tiiere were 
in the memory of man, and as many flowers on earth, 
too ; and perhaps more in England, for we are always 
making fresh importations. It is all very well now 
and then to have a bit of a grunt, or a growl, or a ' 
grumble, or a lamentation; but one mend-fiuilt is 
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worth ten find-faults, all the world oyer. It is aD 
right enough when the barometer of the purse is low 
— when the stomach is out of order — to saj that 
things are not as they used to be ; and I would not 
for all the world deprive an honest man of the pleas- 
ure of grumbling ; it is an Englishman's birthwright. 
But I don't like to see a matter of feeling made a 
matter of history and philosophic verity ; let us have 
our growl and have done with it. But some croakers 
remind one of the boy who said his grandmother went 
up stairs nineteen times a day and never came down 
again. Or, to seek for another resemblance, they may 
be likened to the Irish grave digger, who wUs seen 
one night looking about the churchyard with a lantern 
in his hand . " What have you lost, Pat ? " ** Oh, I 
have lost my lantern ! " " You have your lantern in 
your hand." " Oh, but this is a lantern I've found, 
it is not a lantern I have lost." Thus it is with men 
in general : they think more of the lantern they have 
lost, than of the lantern they have found. It is true 
indeed, that things are not what they were with any 
of us. 

Great changes have taken place, and more are daily 
taking place; but there are greater changes in our 
feelings and apprehensions than there are in the ex- 
ternal world or in the general frame of society. Whad 
a great change must have taken place between the 
time of tiie seige of Troy and the days of Homer: 
for the po'et speaks of Ajax pelting Chreeks with Btonee 
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of such a bigness, that ten or a dozen men of the 
degenerate days in which Homer lived- could not lift 
such a one. Ever since his time, things have been 
growing worse and worse, so that now I dare say, the 
human race, compared to what it was during the seige 
of Troy, is not much more than a noble army of 
gnats. Nothing is as it was ; the people grow worse 
and worse, generation after generation, and the inhab- 
itants of the earth become more and more attenuated, 
till at length there will be nothing left of them — they 
will become gradually invisible. The sun does not 
shine so brightly as it used to, and the seasons — 
every body says they are changed. There is a great 
deal of truth in this — there is no denying it. But 
Hie worst of this matter is, that there is too much 
truth in it. The evidence of the mutation of the 
seasons from youth to manhood is so superabundant, 
that by proving too much, it proves nothing. 

Between the years 1740 and 1750, Horace Walpole 
wrote some letters, which have since been printed 
and published. I have not a copy now at hand to 
refer to ; but I distinctly remember reading in them a 
lamentation on the change of the seasons. The writer 
eomplains that on Midsummer day he is writing by 
the fire-side ; and he pettishly says, " We have now 
no summer in this country but what we get from New- 
castle ; " and presently after he adds, that it was not 
so when he "was young. Now I think when Horace 
Walpole was young, Dean Swift was old ; and yet 
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Peaa makes the same complaint. Still more cnrioua- 
fy, 1^ poet Gowper, writing about forty years afteir 
Horace Walpole, maJses the same complaint, lamenting 
Ihat neither winters nor summers were such as they 
«eed to be. Those who are now living, who were 
etnldren when Gowper complained that the summers 
w^re not so hot, nor the winters so cold as they 
tised to be, do now make the same complaint as he 
^d tiien. 

In the year 1818, the summer was remarkably fi&e 
and dry, and all the people began to cry out on the 
beauty of what they called an old fashioned summer. 
To be sure it was old fashioned summer ; so are all 
summers old fashioned summers. There is a passage 
ki Tacitus, which describes the climate of this country 
just as it might be described now. I could quo^ 
latin ; but as I have no particular end to answer in 
looking learned, I make the extracts from Dr. Allken's 
translation of the life of Agricola. " The sky in this 
eoimtry is deformed by clouds and frequent rains, but 
the cold is never extremely rigorous. The soil, 
though improper for the olive and vine, and other pro- 
ductions of warmer climates, is fertile and suitable 
for corn. Growth is quick, but matiuration slow, botb 
^om tiie same cause, the great humidity of the ground 
ftod ^itoiosphere." There, now, can any thing be 
plaineor than that? And yet we talk about the 
cJuuages of the seasons as if the sun was w(Mm out, 
ajftd all things were going wrong. There always hftve 
11* 
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been occadonallj very hot summers, and occasionaUy 
very cold winters. Nineteen years ago, there was a 
fidr on ihe Thames. That winter was not the rule, it 
was the exception. Whatever changes there is, is in 
ourselves. Reader, you are acquainted with persons 
of thirty, forty, fifty, sixty, seventy, and perhaps 
eighty years of age. Ask them all if the seasons 
have not changed since they were young, though the 
respective periods of their youth were at several 
intervals, you will find them all in the same story. 

It is precisely the same with regard to manners. 
The deterioration of manners we do not perceive so 
soon as we do the changes of the seasons. We take 
our impressions of the seasons at about the age of 
ten, and from that to fifteen ; but our impressions of 
manners we take at our first entrance into the world. 
All changes that have taken place since that time we 
regard as innovations — as a kind of deflexion from 
the standard of propriety. Whatever was the &8hion 
when we first came to years of discretion, was ra- 
tional ; whatever had then ceased to be the fashion, 
was anticipated, formal and ridiculous ; and what has 
come into the fashion since then, is all a change for 
the worse — a departure from propriety and reason, 
altogether new fangled. The word ^' new fongled *' is 
a charming word ; it expresses such a pleasant pon- 
gency of satire, and implies a delighted assumptian 
of wisdom on the part of him who uses it. The mind 
by time acquhres a kind of rigidity ; it does not like 
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to be pat out of shape or out of place ; *-- change 
disturbs it and makes it angry. Then it looks back 
to better days, when none of the villainous innovatioiis 
were known, which are now so prevalent in every 
thing. I am glad that I am neither gas nor steam, 
for it would break my heart to be abused as they 
have been. 

But of all the regrets of the better days that are 
gone by, none are more pathetic than the lamentations 
for the loss of all our great men. What marvellously 
great men did Uve in the days that are past ! This, 
of course, says the triumphant croaker, must be ad- 
mitted. There is no denying that Shakspeare, Milton, 
Pope, Scott, Byron, Pitt, Fox, Canning, Sheridan, are 
all gone, and have not left their likenesses behind. It 
is no easy matter to conceive any human being more 
proud and happy than a triumphant croaker. If you 
stop a man in the midst of his lamentation and prove 
to him, as clear as light, that he has no good ground 
for complaint, you seem to inflict an injury upon him ; 
but if he can repel your arguments, and establish his 
own growling position beyond all question, he is &r 
happier than if he had never had any cause of com- 
plaint. Is there, says he, a man now living who can 
write as Shakspeare wrote ? Very likely there is 
not ; but if there were, he would be quite a superflui- 
ty ; we have as much Shakspeare as we want — and 
so of all the rest. 

The cause of lus style of reproaching the pres^iit 
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by refming to the past, k to be found in Ae loud 
JOTtftntotioDS, whieh mark the departure of great men 
ttom the sublmiarj scene. When a distingaished 
man dies, the public feels a loss. Funeral, elegy, 
jwmdment, epitaph, biography, all make the loss mare 
taUced about. But when a great genius is bom into 
the world, there is no talk about it. We notice tba 
great trees that are cut down, but we regard not the 
saplings that are springing up in their place. Thii9 
we tlunk that we live in sad, degenerate days, and 
thns we get into the habit of looking upon great men 
as good for nothing till they are dead. In the book 
of the Proyerbs of Solomon, it is said, that a living 
dog is bettor than a dead lion. Pephaps it may be ; 
but we do not in general seem to hold this doctrine ; 
indeed, we regard the living as dogs, and the dead as 
Uons. 

I think anotlier cause of our looking back on the 
fmi as on better days, may be found in the fact that 
we are all growing older. The world is not half so 
pretty and wonderful te us now as it was when we 
were young. To a boy, a schoolmaster is often an 
awful and a great personage ; he is regarded witb 
a^^niration, as a miracle of majesty, and a parag(m 
of knowledge. Old Busby knew that, when he kept 
Jhis hat on in the presence of royalty in Us own school 
Toom. But what a di&rent idea of schoctoastera we 
acquire when we are grown up te man's estate ! W>e 
meamire jiU things by tis^ Stoddard of o«r own fe^^ 
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we have no other rule to go by ; and if we feel our- 
selves growing old and wearing out, we think that the 
world is growing old and wearing out ; and if our 
eyes grow dim, we think that the sun shines more 
feebly than he was wont to do ; and if our feelings 
grow obtuse, we fancy there is nothiji^g in the world 
worth caring for ; and if we go to the scenes of our 
boyish holidays, and if our boyish feelings do not 
return to us —we fancy that tiie place is sadly alter- 
ed. I remember hearing one of the greatest puppies 
that ever lived complain of the conceit and affectation 
of young men of the present generation, and say, 
** It was not so when I was young.'* 



LEAVING HOME. 



ETONIAN. 



Sweet spot ! 1 leave thee ^ith an aching heart, 
As down the stream my boat glides smoothly on ; 

With thee, as if I were a swain, 1 part, 
And thou the maiden that I doated on. 

I ne'er shall view yon woody glen again ; 

That lowly church, calm promiser of rest; 
Yon white cots, free from riches and from pain, 

Fantastic gems upon the mountain's breast 

Fast, fast, thou 'rt 'fading from my longing sight; 

The next bold turn, and thou art gone for aye, — 
A dream's bright renmant on a summer night — 

The faint remembrance of a love gone by. 

Farewell! and if Fate's distant unknown page 
Doom me to wreck on Passion's angry sea, 

I'll leave Philosophy to reasoning age. 
And charm the tempest with a thought on thee. 



ATTENDING AUCTIONS, 



BY M. M. NOAH. 



This is the season of the year, preparatory to the fiist 
<^ May, when families sell their househdd famitamy 
either to purchase a new stock, or remove to the oouQr 
try, and these furniture auctions are attended bj 
crowds of ladies. It is astonishing to witness tho 
avidity with which the papers are examined for Hffi 
puqpose of discovering auction notices, and the buaUe 
of early dress and preparation to visit ihe house ftom 
which tiie red flag is displayed. A continual current 
sets towiurds the mansion, particularly if the {umitase 
is ele^tfkt and the owner fashionahie ; and in tUi 
squeze we «hall find persons of all characters and f^ 
suits — Bome to replenish their stock — others to sell 
4^ain — and most for their curiosity. A celebrate4 
bachelor, who lately sold out, was honored with an 
immense party of young ladies, who came to pry into 
tiie comforts jund mysteries <^ ^^-smgle bleasedneesi!!* 
in such crowds, that the staircasesi, antechauhers, and 
jdliiie rooms were jammed as doseasabagaf cotton. 
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There were shrieking and feinting, and every thing 
sold for twenty per cent, above its value, from a spirit 
of competition, and a want of practical knowledge; 
and this curiosity, we are bound to say, is carried to 
such an extreme, that even interdicted plabes, where 
rich furniture is to be sold, is incontinently visited by 
the ladies. Now, we like enterprise and competition, 
when judiciously directed ; but it is quite amusing to 
witness some of the scenes, together with the ingenu- 
ity of the auctioneer, who, if clever, makes the most 
of these jarring conflicts. ^^ That beautiifiil chimney 
glass, eighty inches by forty — a splendid size — very 
few to be had — thank ye for a bid, ladies and gentle- 
men." " Fifty doUars." " Oh, Mrs. Sightly, fi% 
dollars ? one hundred and fifty you mean ? why look 
at it ; a little of the silver has run, bat that's nothing 
— well, fifty to begin with — sixty — seventy — - eigh- 
ty — ninety — don't bid against yourself, Mrs. Jewel 
— no one bids more ? " " Thank ye ma'am — going 
for one hundred." " She shan't have it," said Miss 
Plumtree, in a loud whisper to her mother — " let's 
go to ten more." " One hundred and ten — only half 
its value." ^^ Mr. Auctioneer, can tiiat hole in the 
silver be mended ?" " Oh yes, ma'mn, for a trifle — 
going at one hundred and ^ ten — going, gone; 'tis 
yours, ma'm." The glass might have been woiih 
eighty dollars. ^^ Now that suit of magnifioeiit enr- 
tains, crimson velvet with gold lace — cost one tiioa- 
sand dollars at Paris — were made for the daehesB of 
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Poomstock, by lihe celebrated upholsterer, Monsieur 
Frrngpan — I '11 thank you for a bid, ladies and gentle- 
men — how much shall I say ?" " Are you sure, Mr. 
Auctioneer, that they once belonged to her grace, the 
duchess?" " Oh, quite sure ma'am — have the cer- 
tificate of Mr. Swartwout, the collector." ** Well, 
then, say seven hundred dollars " " Oh, my dear 
ma'am, 3uch a bid for such a magnificent afiair, got 
up by one of the royal upholsterers — well, seven hun- 
dred dollars — only seven hundred dollars bid — pray 
look at them, Mrs. Courtly, you won't let them go for 
that price ?" " No, certainly not, one hundred dol- 
lars more." " Thank ye ma'am, I know your taste. 
Ei^t himdred dollars — eight hundred and fifty — not 
yet half the price — eight hundred and fifty-five ; I '11 
take a five bid now — eight hundred and sixty, eight 
hundred and sixty-five ; nobody bids more ; going, going 
— last call. Such a splendid article from the palace 
of Montmorency, going for eighthundred and sixty-five 
dollars, can't help it — great sacrifice — going — 
gone." Larry Ackerman, or the Fyfes, or any of the 
New York upholsterers, would have knocked up a con- 
cern equally splendid for six hundred dollars. " Now 
for the paintings. A beautiful original of Raphael — 
The child eating citron — magnificent." "Are you 
certain it is a Raphael? " says a gentleman m specs. 
"Oh, positively, sir; we have the certificate from 
Brusells, from Mynheer Vender Donk Sehilmpennick." 
" That's all right sir, I '11 bid you one hundred dollars 

12 
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fi)r U." <^ Only one hundred dollars bid for Bapbad^ 
inimitable coloring, divinely conceived, and only one 
hundred dollars — one hundred and twenty, thirty^ 
fbarty, fifty — that's brisk; go on, sir, we have 
only one third yet — sixty, seventy, two hundred; 
gfmg at two hundred dollars — going, gone ; Mr. 
Capias. Thank you, Mr. Capias ; men of taste know 
what a good thing is." It was sold at the Arcade 
baths last week for forty two dollars ; but no matter. 
Thus they go on, pushing, squeeang, jostling each 
other — rumpling the ladies' ruiSs, over-biddings get- 
ting excited by competition, buying things not wanted^ 
and paying far above their value ; and at three, they 
all go home to dinner, puffing, jaded and fisktigued, and 
the next morning they are up bright and eariyforthe 
new campaign. 



THE EYE. 



ANONTMOmS. 



What is the little hirking c^l 

That iiovers round the eye ? 
Without a voice, a word can tell 

The feelings as they fly. • 

When tearless — it can speak of woe ; 

When weeping — still the same ; 
Or in a moment catch the glow 

Of thoughts without a name. 

Can beam with pity on the poor — 

With anger on the proud 
Can tell that it will much endure — 

Or flash upon the crowd ! 

Now brightly raised, or now depressed 
With eyery shade of feeling — 

It is the mirror of the breast — 
The thought, the soul revealing ! 

O ! tones are false — and words are weak 

The tutored slaves at call — 
The eye — the eye alone can speak — 

Unfettered — tell us all ! 



PAUL ANDERSON'S LUCK. 



ANONYMOUS. 



I WAS shocked, a few days since, on opening a south- 
em newspaper to notice, among the sudden casualties, 
the death of my -old friend, Paul Anderson. Poor 
Paul ! His life was anything but a happy one ; and 
it is well, perhaps, that he is removed from the trials 
and perplexities which always clustered about his path- 
way. He terminated his existence by leaping from a 
steamboat bound up the Mississippi, and obstinately 
refused to avail himself of the assistance which might 
have saved his life. 

There are people let into the world, now and then, 
who, struggle as they may, can never, as it is called, 
get ahead. Everything unlucky attends their down- 
sittings and their up-risings. They invest, but the 
dividends are not forthcoming. They buy and sell, 
but to no purpose. They dig and sow, but the har- 
vest is never realized. Paul Anderson belonged to 
this class of unfortunates. His father was quite a 
different personage. He knew what it was to Ee 
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down at night with the keys under his pillow^ wHcb 
everj morning unlocked wealth sufficient to satisfy 
the most sorcHd avarice. But he died in a fit of angef 
with his only son, and left the bulk of his great f(»r* 
tone to a fEtr distant seminary, whose beneyol^st 
object fi)r educating indigent students was defeated, a 
few years after, by the de&lcation of a pious profes- 
sor, who speculated in western lands. Poor Paul ! 
But I am not writing history, but merely relating an 
anecdote illustrative of my remark, that some men 
are bom to ill luck. 

One day last summer, as we were walking together 
in the upper mall of our beautiful Common, Paul 
suddenly burst into a fit of laughter ; for, in spite of 
his troubles, he had a smile and a joke always ready- 
On my inquiring the cause of his sudden ebullition of 
jollity, he asked if I had ever heard of his experience 
in shop-keeping. 

" No," said I, " my friend, but should like, above 
all things, to heai" you relate them." 

" They are brief as woman's love," he replied sor- 
rowfully ; " and, if you have a mind to hear them, 
you shall ; but do n't laugh." 

I promised to keep a serious face, and he began as 
foQows: 

" Two years ago I was castmg about for s(wne kind 
of business, whereby I might make both ends meet 
and live respectably, when all at once, it occurred to 
me that my friends, Welt and Company, wholesale 

12* 
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dealers in the boot and shoe business, would, perhaps, 
lend a helping hand to a poor fellow, and put me in 
the way of good luck. They consented, after many 
preliminaries, to give me on commis^on a small as- 
sortment of goods in their line, and recommended me 
to take a store in some fashionable part of the city. 
After a deal of perplexity, I succeeded in renting a 

panes of which, the x)wner assured me, cost forty 
dollars each to import. I worked like a slave till 
my shop was ready. A splendid sign, for which I 
ran in debt, glittered above the door. * Paul Ander- 
son, Boot and Shoe Store,' looked down beseechingly 
mto everybody's face. It spoke a language which 
none could mistake. Well, on the morning of the 
fourth of July, at five o'clock precisely, the large 
windows, filled with men's thick and children's thin 
trotter-covers, were displayed for the first time to the 
public. A newsboy, going to get his papers, was the 
first to spy out the new establishment, and bawled out, 
as he went along, ' Aul Panderson, Shoot and Boo 
Store. Here's a go ! ' Oh, how I wanted to strangle 
him! 

" I had engaged the services of a small, red-haired 
urchin, from the country, keen as a razor, and, alto- 
gether, a very desirable youth behind the counters I 
drilled him a whole hour, myself playing the purchas- 
er, over a pair of cowhide boots. I tried to beat him 
down, and haggled like a Jew for the abatement of a 
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ninepence ; but he was firm and unalterably fixed to 
the first price. I thought he would do, and told him 
to serve me faithfully, and I would make a man of 
him. His eye glistened with gratitude, and I gave 
him a shilling to expend in articles most congenial to 
his ta%te. I had ever a fondness for military display, 
and, as it was quite early, I determined to leave the 
shop for a few minutes and take a look at the Common. 
After again charging Thomas to be careful and 
look out for my interest, I left in haste, saw all 
in ten minutes, and got back again quite out of 
breath. I forgot to mention that before going away 
I placed in the counter-drawer small bills to the 
amount of ten dollars, all I had in my pocket or any 
where else. This money I presumed would be wanted 
for change. Mark the sequel. On my arrival at 
the store, Thomas rushed to meet me on the side- 
walk, with a cry of delight that he had made a sale 
during my absence. ' Yes,' said he, * I've sold a pair 
of shoes for two dollars, and here is a 'leven dollar 
bill he gave me. I handed him back nine dollars — 
nine and two are 'leven — and that makes it jist right.' 
An eleven dollar bill ! Death and destruction ! I 
seized the note. It was a counterfeit two, with two 
figure ones in the comer, which my sharp salesmian 
had mistaken for an eleven. The wretch ! He had 
not only sacrificed a pair of shoes, but nine good 
dollars were likewise thrown away. I was about to 
demolish the urchin as I had done the hateful bill, 



when a decent looking indlTidual entered, and asked 
hr boots well made and warranted to wear well. I 
forgot my misfortune while fitting him to a first rate 
pair. They sat beautifully. I had never seen a bet* 
ter fit. Just as he was about to pay me oyer a Y, 
he put his hand to his head and roared out, ^ Where 
is my little dog ? ' I told him I had not noticed the 
ingress of such a quadruped, but made search imme- 
diately for the animal under the counter, behind the 
boxes, everywhere, but he was not to be found. The 
man looked discomfitted, and said he would look &ut9ide 
a moment. Fool-like, I let him go with my five-dollar 
boots on. Alas ! nor man, nor boots, nor little dog 
returned again ! The fellow decamped, and left me 
nothing but a pair of old slippers, decayed and very 
unpleasant looking withal. I flew round like a mad- 
man, and rushed out to shut up the shop. Foaming 
with rage, I seized a shutter, my foot slipped, and 
away it went, right through a forty-dollar paan of im- 
p<^ted glass. I closed up business the next day, and 
gave the lad a note to his mother to this effect, that 
her son was a smart boy,, very ; but would not answer 
for my business." 



TOWN AND COUNTRY. 



THEODOBE S. FAT. 

Can there be two things more tmfike than the city 
and country ? In the first, you have only air, light, and 
a piece of blue sky stretching above the compact rows 
of brick walls, to remind you of the ori^nal appear- 
ance of our planet. The yery pe(^le 86em animals 
of a diflbrcnt species as they push by, or peradventure 
almost run over you in the hurry of boldness. I have 
sometimes thought that real civility (I mean among 
strangers) decreased exactly in proportion to your 
approach to the metropolis. Away off in some obscure 
and quiet country village, you receive a polite saluta- 
tion from every passenger ; and troops of little ^Is 
and boys retunung from school, address you with 
bows and courtesies of profound respect ; but as you 
travel nearer the mighty Babel, you perceive a dimin- 
ution of that pleasing tribute, till at length you reach 
the thronged streets, and, Hke a drop in the sea, are 
melted into the general mass, where much care is 
requisite to preserve your neck and your pocket book, 
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two articles, which to a man of business, as society is 
constructed, are of about equal importance. Nature 
is sadly metamorphosed in town. Only think that 'the 
tender grass and flower bushes have been torn away 
to make room for these broad, well worn flag stones. 
Perhaps on this very spot once stood a grove of 
venerable trees, and a torrent poured its silvery and 
flashing waters on toward the river ; and, in olden 
times, perchance the spotted panther hath paused to 
drink ; or the eagle, or the wild and beauteous deer 
hath here in a depth of loneliness, suited to its timid 
spirit, regarded his branching antlers in the mirror 
stream ; and the dangerous snake hath glided along 
unmolested, or basked him in the noontide sun. And 
what have we now ? A row of the three story brick 
houses, a grocery store, a lottery oflSce, a tavern ; 
signs too, St. Croix rum and sugar ; fashionable hat 
store ; comnussioner to take the acknowledgment of 
deeds ; John Thompson, shoemaker ; Obadiah Todd, 
counsellor at law ; and crowds of Presbyterians and 
Episcopalians, Adamsmen and Jacksonmen, pouring 
along like the tide of the pure and playful brook, 
above whose once music-breathing channel their sbd^ 
fling foot steps fall. K we could know their histoij ! 
Yonder is a noble looking gentleman. WiiJi what 
stateliness he moves along ! I should esteem him ft 
poet -^ an immortal poet. His eye is full (£ the fire 
of genius, and he treads as if he would disdain to save 
his life by means of a dishonorable action. Alas, for 
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Layater ! and alas, for human nature. He is a poor 
devil of a fellow who hves by gambling. He has no 
more idea of poetry than his dog, and would betray 
his friend for five dollars. But take care, or you will 
run over that little, insignificant, shabby man at your 
right. Your eye has passed him carelessly. Look 
again. He is one of the most gifted of men. The 
pMosopher — the orator — the writer. He has in 
him the wonderful power to wake in you the highest 
feelings. He sheds a flood of light upon every sub- 
ject which he touches — he could thrill you with his 
fervid and glowing eloquence, and force every chord 
of your soul to vibrate ; and when he would speak, 
multitudes of the learned and great and beautiful 
flock to listen. Yonder is a crowd pressing together 
to enjoy the horror and anguish of that wretched wo- 
man. They say that she has committed a crime. 
She has heen ground down by poverty — perhaps by 
himger, and her sacreligious hand has snatched some- 
thing which the law forbade. The people swear, and 
curse, and fight, to get near enough to witness her 
desperate struggles ; but two well fed, lusty constables 
have dragged her feeble form towards a cart in trir 
umph. As the loud laughter annoimces her defeat, 
an ashy paleness overspreads her face — her head 
fSalls back — miserable creature — she is dead I* 
I thought of these things as I wandered with a 



'A real incident. 
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party of agreeable friends along a retired country 
road, which wound its way among gentle undulations, 
occasionally shaded -by rich cool forests. Here was a 
contrast to the hub-bub of the town. We stopped 
upon the old boards of a rough bridge (just such a 
romantic affair as one sees in the theatre) to admire 
the scenery — look into the brook — watch the fishes 
— and the turn of the shining water as it fell over a 
little bed of stones. At this crisis, a great green 
bull frog, whether from vanity — for to say the truth, 
he was a fine, plump, gentlemanly looking fellow — or 
whether the unfriendly fates, sporting with frogs as well 
as men, had led him unconscious to the identical spot 
of all the winding stream towards which our several 
prying eyes were directed, it is not for me to assert ; 
but it is very certain that such an individual did issue 
forth from some nameless haunt or other, better known 
to himself than me, and, with a gentle and brief ex- 
clamation, expressive of content, as if the world went 
well with him, but rather difficult to translate into 
English, did place himself in a station, which, as the 
result will show, was a little too conspicuous. There 
he sat, with his great round eyes started both sides 
out of his head, and his countenance — which to his 
fellow frogs might have been a very fine one — ex- 
pressive of an idea that he had got into a right 
comfortable situation. Whether he was young and 
enthusiastic, and, like ourselves, had come put to en- 
joy the beauties of nature, or whether he was an old 

13 
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and experienced member of the community, or, as 
the newspapers express it, " an aged and respectable 
citizen," silently meditating 'upon the affidrs of his 
watery world, we had no method of ascertaining. 
Many little stones, however, were thrown down at 
him, with various degrees of skill and success, one of 
which, I regret to state, hit him on the head, whereat 
he discovered evident signs of dissatisfaction, and 
abandoning our society with some abruptness, plung- 
ed down to the bottom among the sand and sedges, 
ruminating, probably, in no very pleasant mood, upon 
this additional instance of the instability of human 
affitirs. 

Blackberries grew in abundance by the road side, 
which we were not particularly averse to appropriate 
to the purpose for which I presume they were placed 
there ; and, merry as the birds which sometimes flit- 
ted across our path, we wandered as fancy led over 
these summer scenes — by the bay, through the woods, 
over fences, and down valleys ; breaking the silence 
of the green forest, and startling its tunid and various 
inhabitants with the unaccustomed sounds of frequent 
laughter. 

Time has a fine fashion of slipping along on these 
occasions : we are surrounded by so many innumerar 
ble objects which attract the eye and captivate the 
imagination. The bargain-4riving, calculating, slavish 
varlet, whose life is frittered away in Hie narrow haunts 
of a great city m petty schemes to extort money firoxi^ 
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all persons and oa all occasions, finds ajnong these 
windmg roada, these lofty hills, built up by the an- 
cient hand of nature, and sweetly decorated with her 
playful fancies, pleasing feelings arc stirring which 
have been long idle in the depths of his character. 
The world, in his imagination, shows like some stu- 
pendous animal pursuing at a distance its uncouth 
gambols, and amid theae OYcrshadowing brancehs and 
ravines, he seems to find a shelter from its vague and 
unhappy dangers. 



STANZAS TO A LADY, 



BY T. K. HERVEY, ESQ. 

Across the waves — away and far^ 

My spirit turns to thee ; 

I love thee as men love a star, 

The brightest where a thousand are, 

Sadly and silently ; 

With love unstained by hopes or fearsy 

Too deep for words, too pure for tears ! 

My heart is tutored not to weep ; 

Calm, like the calm of even, 

Where grief lies hushed, but not asleep. 

Hallows the hours I love to keep 

For only thee and heaven ; 

Too far and fair to aid the birth 

Of thoughts that have a taint of earth! 

And yet the days for ever gone. 

When thou wert as a bird. 

Living 'mid flowers and leaves alone. 

And singing in so soft a tone 

As I never since have heard. 

Will make me grieve that birds, and things 

So beautiful, have ever wings L 
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And there see haan in dw Jooaly bigbr, 

When I seem to b«fir thy caIIb, 

Faint as the echoes of for delight, 

And dreamy and aad u bb« sigbing Qigbi 

Of diBtuDt waterfalls ; — 

Aod then my tow wa9 hai^ to fceep, 

For it were a joy, indeed, to if^ap ! 

For I feel, ,as men foel whoo moonlight ^U 

Amid old pathedr^l a^ea ; 

Or the wind plays, sadly, Alofgahs walls 

Of lonely and foisaken bal|s. 

That we knew in their day of smiles ; 

Or as one who heani, amid Joreign flowers, 

A time he had leai^ued W his mother's bowers. 

But I may not, and I dare not weep, 

Leat the vision pass away, 

And the vigils that I love to keep 

Be broken up, by ihe ferered sleep 

That leaves me — with the day — 

Like one who has travelled far Id the spot 

Where hie home should be — and finds it not! 

Yet then, like the incense of many flowers. 

Rise plcasaDt thoughts to me; 

For I know, from thy dwelling in eastern bower*, 

That Ihy spirit bae conte, in thoee silent hours. 

To meet me over the sea ; 

And I feel in my soul, the fadeless truth 

Of her whom I loved in early youth. 

Like hidden atreamii, — whose quiet tone 
Is iinfaeard in the garish day, 
Thtri utter a niuric oil Ibeir own, 
18* 
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WbeD the oight-clew falls, and the lady moon 
Looks out to hear them play, — - 
I knew not half thy gentle worth, 
Till grief drew all its music forth. 

We shall not meet on earth again ! — 

And I would have it so; 

For, they tell me that the cloud of pain 

Has flung its shadows o'er thy brain, -> 

And touched thy looks with woe ; 

And I have heard that storm and shower 

Have dimmed thy lovHness, my flower ! 

I would not look upon thy tears, — 
For I have thee in my heart. 
Just as thou wert, in those blessed year» 
When we were, both, too young for fears 
That we should ever part ; 
And I would not aught should mar the spell^ 
The picture nursed so long and well I 

I love to think on thee, as one 

With whom the strife is o'er ; 

And feel that I am journeying on, 

Wasted, and weary, and alone, 

To join thee on that shore 

Where thou — I know — wilt look for me, 

And I, for ever, be with thee 1 



THE CHIHA JUG. 



One of tiie prettiest rustic dwellings in onr pretty 
neighborhood, ia the picturesque farm-house which 
fltanda on the edge of Wokefield Common, so complete- 
ly in a bottom, that the passengers who traverse the 
high road see indeed the amoke from the chimneys 
floating like a vapor over tlio woody hill which forma 
the back ground, but canuot even catch a glimpse of 
the roof, ao high does the turfy common rise above it ; 
whilst so steeply does the gromid decline to the door, 
that it aeems as if no animal less accustomed to tread 
the hill-side than a goat or a chamois could ventui'e to 
descend the narrow foot-path which winds round the 
declivitj, and forms the nearest way to the viJlage. 
The cart-track, thridding the mazes of the hills, leads 
to the house by a far longer but very beautiful road ; 
the smooth fine turf of the Common varied by large 
tofts of foize and broom rising in an abrupt bank on 
one side, on the other a narrow, well timbered valley, 
borderedby huifpng woods, and terminated by a large 
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sheet of water, close beside ■which stands the farm, a 
low, irregular cottage snugly thatched, and its different 
out-buildings, all on the smallest scale, but giving the 
air of comfort and habitation to the spot that nothing 
can so thoroughly convey as an English barn-yard 
with its complement of cows, pigs, horses, chickens, 
and children. 

One part of the way thither is singularly beautiful. 
It is where a bright and sparkling spring has formed 
itself into a clear pond in a deep broken, hollow by 
the road-side : the bank all around covered with rich 
grass, and descending in unequal terraces, to the pool: 
whilst on every side around it, and at different heights 
stand ten or twelve noble elms, casting their green 
shadows mixed with the light clouds and the blue 
summer sky on the calm and glassy water, and giving, 
(especially, when the evening sun lights up the litde 
grove, causing the rugged trunks to shine like gold, 
and the pendent leaves to glitter like the burnished 
wings of the rose beetle,) a sort of pillard and colum- 
nar dignity to the scene. 

Seldom, too, would that fountain, famous for the 
purity and sweetness of its waters, be without some 
figi»*e suited to the landscape ; child, woman, or country 
giri, leamng from the ^plank^extended over the spring, 
icfill her pitcher, or returning witii it,supportod by one 
«rm on her head, recalling all classical md pastoral 
images, &e beautiful sculptures of Greece, the poeiyjr 
of Hcmier and of Sophocles, and mw more ikm llndfie, 
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the habits of oriental life, and &e Rachels and Be- 

beccaa of Scripture. 

Seldom would that spring be without some Bueh 
figure ascending the turfy stepe into the lane, of whom 
one might inquire respecting the sequstered farm- 
house, whose rose-covered porch waa seen so prettily 
from a turn in the road ; aud often it would be one of 
the farmer's children who would answer jou ; for in 
spitH5 of the vicinity of tho great pond, all the water 
for domestic use was regularly brought from the Elmin 
Spring. 

Wokefield-Pond farm was a territory of some thirty 
acres ; one of the " little bargiuns," aa they are called, 
which once abounded, but are now seldom found, in 
Berkshire ; and at the time to which our story refers, 
that is to say, about twenty years ago, its inhabitants 
were amongst the poorest and most industrious peopio 
in the country. 

George Mcaring was the only son of a rich jeomas 
in the parish, who held this " little bargain " in addi- 
tion to the manor farm. George was an honest, 
thoughtless, kiud-hearted, good-humored lad, quite un- 
like Ilia father, who, shrewd, hard, and money-getting, 
often regretted his son's deficiency in the qualities by 
which he had risen in the world, and reserved all his 
favor and atfection for one who possessed them in full 
perfection, — his only daughter, Martha. Martha was 
a dozen years older than her brother, with a large 
bony figure, a visage far from prepossessing, a lAreh 
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voice, and a constitutional scold, which, scrupulouB 
in her cleanliness, and vigilant in her economy, 
was in full activity all day long. She seemed to go 
about the house for no other purpose than that of 
finding fault, maundering now at one, and now at 
another, — her brother, the carters, the odd boy, the 
maid, — every one, in short, except her father, who, 
connecting the ideas of scolding and good housewifery, 
iiiought that he gained, or at least saved money by 
the constant exercise of this accomplishment, and 
listened to her accordingly with great delight and ad- 
miration ; " her mother," thought he to himself, " was 
a clever managing woman, and sorry enough was I to 
lose her ; but gracious me, she was nothing to Martha ! 
where she spoke one word, Martha speaks ten." 

The rest of the family heard this eternal din with 
&r less complacency. They agreed, indeed, that she 
could not help scolding, that it was her way, and that 
they were all fools to. take notice of it ; but yet they 
would flee, one and all, before the outpouring of her 
wrath, like birds before a thunder shower. 

The person on whom the storm fell oftenest and 
loudest was of course her own immediate subject, 
iiie maid ; and of the many damsels who had 
undergone the discipline of Martha's tongue, none was 
ever more the object of her objugation, or deserved 
it less, than Dinah Moore. But Dinah had many sins 
in her stem mistress's eye, which w<Hild hardly have 
been accounted such elsewhere. In the first pbuse did 
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was young and pretty, and toyouUi and beauty Martha 
had strong objections ; then she was somewhat addicted 
to rustic finery, especially in the article of pink top- 
knots, — and to rosy ribbons Martha had almost aa 
great an aversion as to rosy cheeks ; then again the 
yoimg lass had a spirit, and when unjustly accused 
would vindicate herself with more wit than prudence, 
and better tempered persons than Martha cannot 
abide that qualification; moreover the little damsel 
had an irresistible lightness of heart, and a gaiety of 
temper, which no rebuke could tame, no severity 
repress ; laughter was as natural to her, as chiding to 
her mistress ; all her labors went merrily on : she 
would sing over the mashing tub, and smile through 
the washmg week, out-singing Martha's scolding, and 
out-smiling Martha's frowns. 

This in itself would have been sufficient cause of 
ofience ; but when Martha fancied, and fancied truly, 
that the pink top-knots, the smiles, and the songs w«re 
all aimed at the heart of her brother George, of whom 
in her own rough way, she was both fond and proud, 
the pretty songstress became insupportable ; and when 
George, in despite of her repeated warnings, did 
actually, one fine morning espouse Dinah Moore, 
causing her in her agitation to let fall an old-fashioned 
china wash-hand bason, the gifb of a long-deceased 
god-mother, which, with' the jug belonging to it, she 
valued more than any other of her earthly possessions ; 
no wonder that she made a vow never to speak to her 
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brother whilst she hved, or that more in resentment 
than in covetousness (for Martha Mearing was rather 
a harsh and violent, than an avaricious woman) she 
eucouraged her father in his angry resolution of ban- 
ishing the culprit from lus house, and disinheriting 
him from his property. 

Old Farmer Mearing was not, however, a wicked 
man, although in many respects a hard one. He did 
not turn his son out to starve :. on the contrary, he 
settled him in the Pond Farm, with a decent though 
scanty plenishing, put twenty pounds in his pocket, and 
told him that he had nothing more to expect from him, 
and that he must make his own way in the world as 
he had done forty years before. 

George's heart would have sunk under this renun- 
ciation, for he was of a kind but weak and indolent 
nature, and wholly accustomed to depend on his father, 
obey his orders, and rely on him for support ; but he 
was sustained by the bolder and firmer spirit of his 
wife, who, strong, active, lively and sanguine, finding 
herself for the first time in her life, her own mistress, 
in possession of a comfortable home, and married to the 
man of her heart, saw nothing, but sunshine before 
them. Dinah had risen in the world, and George had 
fallen ; and this circumstance, in addition to an origi- 
nal diflerence of temperament, may sufficiently ac- 
count for their difference of feeling. 

During the first year or two, Dinah's prognostics 
seemed likely to be verified. George ploughed and 
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sowed and reaped, and she made butter, reared poi]dr 
try, and fatted pigs : and their industry prospered, 
and the world went well with the young couple. But 
a bad harvest, the death of their best cow, the laafce- 
ness of their most serviceable horse, and more than 
all, perhaps, the birth of four little girls in four succeih 
sive years, crippled them sadly, and brought poverty, 
and the fear of poverty to their happy fire-side. 

Still, hdwever, Dinah's spirits continued undimiii- 
ished. Her children, althougjh, to use her own i^iraae, 
" of the wrong sort, grew and flourished,'' as the chil- 
dren of poor people do grow and flourish, one hardly 
knows how ; and by the time that the long-wished-for 
boy made his appearance in the world, the elder giib 
had become almost as useful to their father as if they 
had been " of the right sort " themselves. Never 
were seen such hardy little elves ! They drove the 
plough, tended the kine, folded the sheep, fed the pigs, 
worked in the garden, made the hay, hoed the tumipd, 
reaped the com, hacked the beans, and drove the 

market-cart to B on occasion, and sold the butter, 

eggs,, and poultjry as well as their motlier could have 
done. 

Strong, active, and serviceable as boys, were liie 
little lasses ; and pretiy withaD, though as brown ae 
so many gipsies, and as untrained as wild coItB* 
They had their mother's bright and sparkling coun- 
tenance, and her gay and sunny temper, a heritage, 
more valuable tibian house or land, — a pR more 

14 
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precious than ever was bestowed on a favored princess 
by beneficent fairy. But the mother's darling was 
one who bore no resemblance to her either in mind or 
person, hcJ^r only son and youngest child Moses, so 
called after his grandfather, in a lurkmg hope, which 
was however disappointed, that the name might 
propitiate the offended and wealthy yeoman. 

Little Moses was a fair, mild, quiet boy, who 
seemed at first sight far fitter to wear petticoats 
than any one of his madcap sisters ; but there was an 
occasional expression in Ms deep grey eye that gave 
token of sense and spirit, and an unfailing steadiness 
and diligence about the child that promised to vindicate 
his mother's partiality. She was determined that 
Moses should be, to use the country phrase, " a good 
scholar ; " the meaning of which is, by the way, not 
a little dissimilar from that which the same words 
bear at Oxford or at Cambridge. Poor Dinah was no 
" scholar " herself, as the parish register can testify, 
where her mark stands below George's signature in 
the record of her marriage ; and the ^rls bade fair 
to emulate their mother's ignorance, Dinah having 
pven to each of the four the half of a year's schoot 
ing, upon the principle of ride and tie, little Lucy 
going one day, and little Patty the next, and so on 
with the succeeding pair ; in this way adroitly edur 
eating two children for the price of one, their mother 
in her secret soul holding it for girls, a waste of time. 
But when Moses came in question, the case was altered. 
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He was destined to enjoy the benefit of an entire 
education, and to imbibe unshared all the learning that 
the parish pedagogue could bestow. An admission to 
the Wokefield free-school ensured him this advantage, 
together with the right of wearing the long primitive 
blue cloth coat and leathern girdle, as well as the blue 
cap and yellow tassel by which the boys were distin- 
guished ; and by the time he was eight years old, he 
had made such progress in the arts of writing and 
ciphering, that he was pronounced by the master to be 
the most promising pupil in the school. 

At this period, misfortunes, greater than they had 
hitherto known, began to crowd around his family. 
Old Farmer Hearing died, leaving all his property to 
Martha ; and George, a broken hearted, toil-worn 
mail, who had been only supported in his vain effort 
to make head against ill-fortune by the hope of his 
father's at last relenting, followed him to the grave in 
less than two months. Debt and diflSculty beset the 
widow, and even her health and spirits began to fail. 
Her only resource seemed to be to leave her pleasant 
home, give up everything to the creditors, get her 
^rls out to service, and try to maintain herself and 
Moses by washing or charing, or whatever work her 
foiling strength would allow her to perform. 

Martha, or as she was now called, Mrs. Martha, 
lived on in lonely, and apparently comfortless affluence 
at the Manor Farm. She had taken no notice of 
Dinah's humble supplications^ sent ixgadiciously by 
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Patty, a girl whose dark and sparkling beauty exactly 
resembled what her mother had been before her unfor- 
tunate marriage ; but on Moses, so like his father, she 
had been seen to gaze wistfully and tenderly, when the 
little procession of charity boys passed her on their way 
to church ; though on finding herself observed, or per- 
haps, on detecting herself in such an indulgence, the 
softened eye was immediately withdrawn, and the 
stem spirit seemed to gather itself into a resolution 
only the stronger for its momentary weakness. 

Mrs. Martha, now long past the middle of life, and 
a confirmed old maid, had imbibed a few of the habits 
and peculiarities which are supposed, and perhaps 
justly, to characterise that condition. Amongst other 
things she had a particular fancy for the water from 
the Elmin spring, and could not relish her temperate 
supper if washed down by any other beverage ; and 
she was accustomed to fetch it herself in the identical 
china jug, the present of her godmother, the bason 
belonging to which she had broken from the shock 
she underwent when hearing of George's wedding. 
It is even possible, so much are we the creatures of 
association, that the constant sight of this favorite 
piece of porcelain, which was really of very curious 
and beautiful Nankin china, might, by perpetually 
reminding her of her loss, and the occasion, serve to 
confirm her inveterate aversion to poor George and 
his family. 

However this might be, it chanced that one summer 
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evening Mrs. Martha sallied forth to fetch the spark- 
ling draught from the Elmin spring. She filled her 
jug as usual, but much rain had fallen, and the dame, 
no longer so active as she had been, slipped when 
about to re-ascend the bank with her burden, and 
fouud herself compelled either to throw herself for^ 
ward and grasp the trunk of the nearest tree, to the 
imminent peril of her china jug, of which she was 
compelled to let go, or to slide back to the already 
tottering and slippery plank, at the risk, almost the 
certainty of plunging head foremost into the water. 
J£ Mrs. Martha had been asked, on level ground and 
out of danger, whether she prefered to be soused in 
her own person, or to break her chma jug, she would, 
most undoubtedly, theoretically have chosen the duck- 
ing ; but theory and practice are different matters, 
and following the instinct of self-preservation, she let 
the dear mug go, and clung to the tree. 

As soon as she was perfectly safe she began to 
lameni^, in her usual vituperative strain, over her 
irreparable loss, scolding the tottering plank and the 
slippery bank, and finally, there being no one else to 
bear the blame, her own heedless haste, which had 
cost her the commodity she valued most in the world. 
Swin^g herself round, however, still supported by 
the tree, she had the satisfaction to perceive that the 
dear jug was not yet either sunken or broken. It 
rested most precariously on a tuft of bulrushes towards 
the centre of the pool, in instant danger of both 

14* 
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these calamities, and, indeed, appeared to her to be 
visibly sinking under its own weight. What cotdd 
she do ? She could nerer reach it ; and whilst shd 
went to summon assistance, the precious porcelain 
would vanish. What could she do ? 

Just as she was asking herself this question, she 
had the satisfaction to hear footsteps in the lane. She 
called ; and a small voice was heard singing, and the 
little man Moses, with his satchel at his back, made 
his appearance, returning from school. He had not 
heard her, and she would not call him — not even to 
preserve her china treasure. Moses, however, saw 
the dilemma, and pausing only to pull off his coat, 
plunged into the water, to rescue the sinking cup. 

The summer had been wet, and the pool was unus- 
ually high, and Mrs. Martha, startled to perceive that 
he was almost immediately beyond his depth, called him 
earnestly and vehemently to return. The resolute boy, 
however, accustomed from infancy to dabble like the 
young water-fowl amidst the sedges and islets of the 
great pond, was not to be frightened by the puny waters 
of the Elmin spring. He reached, though at some peril, 
the tuft of bulrushes — brought the jug triumphantly to 
land — washed it — filled it at the fountain-head, 
and finally offered it, with his own sweet and gracious 
smile, to Mrs. Martha. And she — oh! what had 
she not suffered during the last few moments, whilst 
the poor orphan — her brother George's only boy, 
was risking his life to preserve for her a paltry bit of 
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earthen-ware ? What had she not felt during those 
few but long moments ? Her woman's heart melted 
within her ; and instead of seizing the precious porce- 
lain, she caught the dripping boy in her axms-half 
smothered him with kisses, and vowed that her home 
should be his home, and her fortune his fortune. And 
she kept her word, — she provided amply and kindly 
for Dinah and her daughters ; but Moses is her heir, and 
he lives at the Manor Farrn^ and is married to the 
prettiest woman in the country ; and Mrs. Martha has 
betaken herself to the Pond-^ide, with a temper so 
much ameliorated, that the good farmer declares the 
greatest risk his children run is, of being spoilt by 
aunt Martha: — one in particular, her godson who 
has inherited the name and the favor of his father, 
and is her own especial little Moses. 



PAGANINI. 



ANONYMOUS. 



It was announced one morning, that Paganini 
would, that evening, give a concert at the Grand 
Opera, previous to his departure for London. This 
was an occasion not to be missed ; and I stationed 
myself at the door of the theatre about two hours be- 
fore the time for opening. The crowd was immense ; 
and though I stood in a favorable place for getting in, 
the house seemed absolutely crowded before I enter- 
ed — though a few minutes only had elapsed from 
the first opening of the doors. After a long overture 
played by the orchestra, the curtain was raised, and 
in a few moments this singular man came forward 
alone upon the stage. His appearance is very re- 
markable ; his tall, thin and bending figure ; his long 
hair combed back and descending upon his ghoulders ; 
the strange expression of his countenance, which 
has something in it almost supernatural, a mixture 
of good-nature and diabolical sneering ; all become 
strongly impressed upon the mind, and serve to in- 
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crease the effect produced by his music. He advanced 
slowly to the front of the stage, with a very awkward, 
one-sided motion, and bowed to the audience, who 
received him with the warmest applause. 

There he stood, for a minute or two, looking at the 
splendid scene before him, of an immense theatre 
filled to overflowing, and brilliantly lighted ; then 
bowed again to the reiterated plaudits, in his exces* 
sively awkward manner ; and after that, pulled out his 
cambric handkerchief, wiped his fingers, and raised 
his violin, as if about to commence. The profoundest 
silence immediately ensued : but something seemed to 
be wrong, and he took away his violin again, ^ving 
a most Satanic grin at the disappointment of the aa- 
dience. This only called forth more applause. He 
raised the violin again : the noise was instantly hushed 
to the deepest stillness, and the first note of his magic 
instrument was, heard. It was unlike that of any 
other one, and could be clearly distinguished, evea 
when the whole orchestra was playing. There was a 
richness in the tones, something like the reedy sound 
of a fine open diapason. 

As the player proceeded, the attention of the an? 
dience became more and more fixed, as their wonder 
was excited and increased, by the successive powers 
which he displayed. The most rapid and inconceivable 
execution seemed to cost this wonderful man no 
trouble ; but the notes appeared to glide from his bow 
without his volition. Occasionally he rose on the 
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scale fer above the reach of ordinary instruments — 
and the tones came out clear, liquid, and sweet, like 
the warbling of a bird ; then he descended to the 
lowest notes, as if amusing himself with the compass 
of his instrument. Indeed, through the whole per- 
formance, he had the air of playing for his own 
amusement, rather than that of his audience. At 
the end of some of his most diflScult passages, he 
gave his bow a flourish in the air, as if he was tri- 
umphing in his superior skill. The strange and almost 
infernal sounds he produced, which gently faded into 
the sweetest and most delicious, before the ear became 
shocked by them ; the wildness and abruptness of his 
transitions ; the prodigious poT^er displayed in his ex- 
ecution, combined with the odd looks and disagreeable 
expression of the man; and the conciousness that 
there was not, at the time, nor ever had been, any 
performer in L world to compare with him, gaie a^ 
unusual eflfect to the exhibition, and inspired, univer- 
sally, a sensation of almost superstitious awe; as if 
the being, who thus riveted the attention and stole 
away the faculties of his hearers, were possessed of 
more than mortal powers — and, for my own part, I 
felt as if I were in the actual presence of the great 
enemy himself. 



THE OLD CORPORAL. 



BERANGER. 



1. 

With shoulder'd arms and charg'd fusil, 

On, gallant comrades, on go you ; 
I 've still my pipe and your good will, 
Come, give me now my last adieu! 
To grow so old I have done ill ; 

But you, who fame have yet to reap, — 
I was your father in the drill, — 
Soldiers, pace keep ! 
Nay, do not weep, — 
No, do not weep ! 
March on — pace keep, — 
Pace keep — pace keep — pace keep — pace keep ! 

II. 

For a proud officer's affix>nt, 

I wound him — he is cured — they try, 
Condemn me, as it is their wont, 

And the Old Corporal must die. 
By taunt and temper hurried on. 

My sword wotdd from its scabbard leap : — 
But, then, Fve served Napoleon ! 
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Comrades, pace keep ! 
Nay, do not weep — 
No, do not weep ! 
March on, — pace keep, — 
Pace keep — pace keep — pace keep — pace keep ! 

III. 

Soldier ! an arm or leg you'll sell 
To win a cross, not often wore : 
Mine, in those wars, I fought for well, 
When tee drove all the kings before. 
We drank — I told of battle plains — 

You paid, and deem'd the story cheap ; 
The glory now alone remains ! 
Comrades, pace keep ! 
Nay, do not weep — 
No, do not weep — 
March on, pace keep, — 
Pace keep — pace keep — pace keep — pace keep ! 

IV. 

Robert, — from my own village fiiir, — 
Return thee, child, and tend thy fold, 
Stay, view those shady gardens there, 

More April flowers our Cantons hold ! 
Oft in our woods — with dew still wet — 

Unnesting birds, I'd run and leap. 
Good God ! my mother livedi yet ! 
Comrades, pace keep ! 
Nay, do not weep — 
Oh, do not weep ! 
March on — pace keep, — 
Pace keep — pace keep — pace keep — pace keep ! 
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V. 

Who yonder sobs and looks so hard ? 

Ah ! 'tis the drummer's widow poor ; 
In Russia — in the rearward guard — 

All day and night her boy I bore, 
Else father, wife, and child, away 

Had stay'd beneath the snow to sleep ; 
She's going for my soul to pray. 
Comrades, pace keep ! 
Nay, do not weep — ^ 
No, do not weep ! 
March on — pace keep, — 
Pace keep — pace keep — pace keep — pace keep. 

VI. 

Zounds ! but my pip's gone out apace ; 

Hah, no ! — not yet — come on, all's right. 
We're now within the allotted space ; 

There ! with no bandage hide my sight! 
My fHends I would not tire with pain ; 

Above all, do not draw too low ; 
And may Grod lead you home again ! 
There, comrades, go ! 
• Nay, do not weep — 
Na, do not weep ! 
March on — pace keep 1 
Pace keep — pace keep — pace keep — 
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THE PHANTOM PORTRAIT, 



• BT S. T. COLERIDGE. 

A STRANGER Came recommended to a merchaiit's 

house at Lubeck. He was hospitably received, but, 

the house being full, he was lodged at night in an 

apartment handsomely furnished, but not often used. 

There was nothing that struck him particularly in ike 

room when left alone, till he happened to cast his eyes 
on a picture, which immediately arrested his attention. 

It was a single head ; but there was something so 
uncommon, so frightful and imearthly, in its expres- 
sion, though by no means ugly, that he foimd himself 
irresistibly attracted to look at it. In fact, he could 
not tear himsdf from the fascination of this portrait, 
till his imagination was filled by it, and his rest broken. 
He retired to bed, dreamed, and awoke from time to 
time with the head glaring on him. In the morning, 
his host saw by his looks that he slept ill, and inquired 
the cause, which was told. The master of the house 
was much vexed, and said that the picture ought to 
have been removed, that it was an oversight, and thai 
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it always waa removed when the chamber waa used. 
The picture, he said, waa indeed terrible to every 
one ; but it waa eo flue, and had come into the fanuly 
in 80 curious a way, that he coidd not make up hie 
mind to part with it, or destroy it. The story of it 
waa thia: — "My father," aaid he, "was at Hamhurf^ 
on business, and, whilst dining at a cofFee-hooHe, he 
observed a young man of a remarkable appearance 
«nter, seat himself alone in a comer, and commence 
& solitary meal. His countenance bespoke the ex- 
treme of mental distress, and every now and then 
be turned his licad qiiickly round, as if he had 
heard something, then ahudder, grow palo, and go on 
with his meal after an effort as before. My father 
saw this same man at the same place for two or three 
BucceBsive days, and at length bocamo so much inter- 
ested about him, that he apoko to him. The address 
waa not repulsed, and the stranger seemed to find 
Bome comfort in the tone of sympathy and kindneae 
vMch my father used. He was an Itahan, well in- 
formed, poor but not destitute, and living economically 
apon the profits of his art as a painter. Their inti- 
macy increased ; and at length the Italian, seeing my 
father's involmitary (-motion at his convulsive tumings 
and shudderings, which continued aa formerly, inteiv 
Ripting their conversation from time to time, told hiTn 
his story. He waa a native of Rome, and had lived 
in some &miliarity with, and been much patronized 
by a young nobleman ; but upon some slight occasion 
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iiiej had faUen out, and his patron, besides using 
many reproachful expressions, had struck hun. The 
painter brooded over the disgrace of the blow. He 
could not challenge the nobleman on account of his 
rank ; he therefore watched for an opportunity and 
assassinated him. Of course he fled from Ins country^ 
and finally had reached Hamburgh. He had not, 
however, passed many weeks from the night of the 
murder, before, one day, in the crowded street, he 
heard bis name called by a voice familiar to him : he 
turned short round, and saw the face of his victim 
looking at him with a fixed eye. From that moment 
he had no peace ; at all hours, in all places, and 
amidst all companies, however engaged he mig|it be, 
he heard the voice, and could never help looking 
round ; and, whenever he so looked roimd, he alwaj s 
encountered the same face staring close upon inm. 
At last, in a mood of desperation, he had fixed himself 
face to face, and eye to eye, and deliberately drawn 
tiie phantom visage as it glared upon him ; and this 
was the picture so drawn. The Italian said he had 
struggled long, but life was a burden which he could 
no longer bear ; and he was resolved, when he had 
made money enough to return to Rome, to surrender 
himself to justice, and expiate his crime on the scaf- 
fold. He gave the finished picture to my father, in 
return for the kindness which he had shown to him," 



BROKEN TIES. 



BT J. MONTGOMERT. 

Tub broken ties of happier days^ 

How often do they seem 
To come before our mental gaze, 

Like a remembered dream ; 
Around us each dissevered chain 

In sparkling ruin lies, 
And earthly hand can ne'er again 

Unite those broken ties. 

The parents of our infant home, 

The kindred that we loved, 
Far from our arms, perchance, may roam. 

To distant scenes removed ; 
Or we have watched their parting breath. 

And closed their weary eyes, 
And sigh'd to think how sadly death 

Can sever human ties. 

The friends, the loved ones of our youth, 
They, too, are gone or changed. 

Or, worse than all, their love and truth 
Are darkened and estranged. 
15* 
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They meet us in a glittering throng, 

With cold, averted eyes, 
And wonder that We weep our wrong, 

And oioura our broken ties. 

Oh ! who, in such a world as this, 

Could bear their lot of pain, 
Did not one radiant hope of bliss, 

Unclouded, yet remain ? — 
That hope the sovereign Lord has given. 

Who reigns beyond the skies : 
That hope unites our souls to Heaven, 

By truth's enduring ties^ 

Each care, each ill of mortal birth. 

Is sent in pitying love, 
To lift the lingering heart from earth, 

And speed its flight above ; 
And every pang which reiids the breast. 
And every joy that dies, 
Tells us to seek a heavenly rest, 

And trust to holier ties. 
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Thou hast a hero's tomb ! — A lowlier bed 
Is hers, the gentle girl beside thee lying ; 
The gentle girl, that bowed her fair young head, 
When thou wert gone, in silent sorrow dying. 
Brother ! true friend ! the tender and the brave ! 
She pined to share thy grave. 

Fame was thy gift from others — but for her, 
To whom the wide earth held that only spot, 
She loved thee ! — lovely in your lives ye were, 
And in your early deaths divided not ! 
Thou hast thine oak — thy trophy, — what hath she ? 
Her own blessed place by thee ! 

It was thy spirit; brother ! which had made 
The bright world glorious to her thoughtful eye, 
Since first in childhood 'midst the vines ye played, 
And sent glad singing through the free blue sky ! 
Ye were but two ! — and when that spirit passed, 
Woe for the one, — the last! 

Woe, yet not long ! — She lingered but to trace 
Thine image from the image in her breast; 
Once, once again to see that buried face 
But smile upon her, ere she went to rest ! 
Too sad a smile ! — its living light was o'er, 
It answered hers no more ! 

The earth grew silent when thy voice departed, 
The home too lonely whence thy step had fled ; 
What then was left for her, the faithful hearted ? 
Death, death, to still the yearning for the dead \ 
Softly she perished — be the flower deplored 
Here, with the Lyre and Sword ! 



.^ 



Have ye not met ere now ? — So let those trurt 
That meet for momeots but to part for years ; 
That weep, watch, pray, to hold back dust from dust, 
That love where love is but a fount of tears ! 
Brother ! Bweet sister ! — peace around ye dwell ! 
Lyre, Sword, and Flower, firewall ! 



A PAINT BRUSH SKETCH. 



ANONYMOUS. 



Many people in tliis country have an idea that the 
private personal characters of celebrated authors are 
not easily to be got at ; but I assure all such that this is 
a very mistaken notion. The hospitably entertained 
visitor has only to take notes of what transpires in his 
presence, and any newspaper editor will be happy to 
print his remarks and retail his experiences. Much 
that is related will perhaps appear fabulous or over- 
stated, but I am confident my readers will take for 
truth what they read from my pen. 

My family had but recently moved from London into 
the pleasant town of Bedford, and as yet had become 
known to very few of its inhabitants. One day my 
elderly maiden aunt, a somewhat noted character in 
our family circle, sent me into the interior of the town, 
some distance from our house, in pursuit of a tinker's 
shop, where I was to leave a small brass kettle for re- 
pairs. Not knowing the way, I made bold to ask one 
of a group of boys whom I found playing at what was 
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called in those days, ^^ the game of cat.'* The lad, 
on hearing my question, said he would show me his 
father's shop, " the old man," as he observed, " being 
in that line of business himself." The youth was a 
tall, ungainly lad, but had, nevertheless, a curious 
twinkle about the left eye which attracted my atten- 
tion. As we passed along a straggling row of shops, 
he stopped before a low wooden building, and pointed 
to the sign, now faded and swinging in the breeze. I 
looked up and read this inscription thereon : 

Bunyan y^ Town Tinker. 

An old weather-beaten individual stood in the door- 
way, who immediately accosted my guide in a loud, 
angry tone, upbraiding him for his long absence. 

" Where hast thou been swaggering, varlet ? " cried 
the old man. 

" Call him not ' varlet ' who drinketh his dad's 
health in a stoup of good liquor every week at the 
cock-fight," replied the boy, tartly. 

The exasperated father made as if he would strike 
the stripling, who, eluding his grasp, nimbly raised his 
right thumb to the extreme end of his nose, twirled hia 
fingers mysteriously in the air, and ran down the street 
laughing. I mention this scene to show how ungodly 
the boyhood of John Bunyan conmienced, and how 
great the change which occurred in his after life. One 
of his school-fellows told me, a few days after this 
circumstance, that it was not an uncommon thing to 
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see him playing at hockey on Sundays behind tiiie 
restry. Thrown among vile companions, he was early 
initiated into profaneness and all sorts of boyish vices. 
Wherever there was a beU-rmging or dancing, Hm 
reckless boisterer was sure to be found, and my parents 
soon forbade my keeping company with so wicked a 
ring-leader. I do not mention this from any feeling 
of disrespect towards the Bunyan family, nor for the 
purpose of ridiculing the son ; but being a townsman, 
and knowing all their private transductions, I feel more 
willing to make them known this side of the Atlantic. 
If I remember rightly, I saw no more of John, 
(my father soon moving back to London) till many 
years after, when one day, happening to dine with nry 
friend Richard Baxter, at the house of our muteal 
friend, George Herbert, we were joined, rather late in 
the evening, by a gentleman of very striking appear^- 
ance. He was tall of stature, strong-boned, though 
not corpulent, somewhat of a ruddy face, wearing his 
reddish hair on his upper lip after the old British 
fashion, his nose was well set, but not declining or 
bending, and his mouth moderately large. I felt at 
once that a remarkable man had entered the room, and 
when my friend Baxter introduced the author of "Pil- 
grim's Progress," I knew him in a moment. He sat 
down immediately, bolt upright, at the table and ate 
very freely from a dish of well-cured bacon, and ilie^ 
usual accompaniment of eggs. While he was appeas^ 
ing his hunger I had a good opportunity to notice hsr 
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dress and maimers. He wore a brown stuff coat, laced 
up in the neck, and trimmed with two rows of coarse 
leather buttons. Small particles of snuff were just visi- 
ble on his soiled neck-cloth, and from his frequent use 
of small bits of something black j I should say he par- 
took rather freely of tobacco. However, on this point, I 
will not be too positive, as I sat on the opposite side of 
the table, and, as I said before, it was growing late ia 
the evening. After dining as I thought comfortably, 
not to say bountifully, he conversed with me exclu- 
aively (Mr. Baxter and Mr. Herbert having laid down 
after their meal as usual) for more than an hour. He 
invited me to visit him at his own house, and shortly 
after, happening to be in his neighborhood, I complied 
with his request. I found hun in his back room, 
having just returned from a ramble with his wife. 
Mrs. Elizabeth Bunyan was one of the most remarka- 
ble looking women I ever saw. Energy, mingled with 
suavity, was most strikingly depicted in her counten- 
ance. On inquiry I learned she was the eldest 
daughter of a respectable retired butcher, himself a 
very remarkable man. I think I never saw a more 
^.ttached couple than Mr. and Mrs. B. They receiv- 
ed me very cordially, and after a glass of gooseberry 
wine we entered freely into conversation. There was 
nothing of restraint in the manner of the Bunyans 
toward me, and I soon made myself quite at home 
with this worthy couple. 
In the course of some remarks with Mr. B. touching 
16 
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his P. P., I remember I observed I should like above 
all things to see the original manuscript of his great 
work. He instantly rose, and taking from an old 
pair of bellows a roll of paper, begged my acceptance 
of the autograph sheets of the Pilgrim^s Progress ! 
Of course I was very much surprised at this unex- 
pected mark of his favor, and stammered out my 
thanks. It is needless for me to add, here, that I still 
possess this valued relic, and that no money would 
induce me to part with it. Mr. John Gilford, the 
parish minister, coming in soon after, the conversation 
became general. Mr. G. appeared to be a very well 
informed person, and spoke of having taken tea with 
Mr. John Milton a few days before. I managed to 
get an invitation to meet this last named personage, 
particulars of which interview I may be induced to 
give hereafter. Mr. Guilford spoke in no very gentle 
terms of Chief Justice Hale, whom I thought he went 
quite out of his way to castigate. I shall always look 
back on this day, however, as one of the most interest- 
ing of my life. 

I had the pleasure, shortly after this memorable 
occasion, to meet Mr. OUver Cromwell at a large 
gathering in London, when he asked my acceptance 
of a presentation copy of " Fox's Book of the Mar- 
tyrs," a work then just issued. Mr. Bunyan being 
present, took the volume a few minutes in his lap, and 
wrote on the fly-leaf a copy of verses addressed to my- 
self, which I may at some future period allow to be 
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printed. I have also a great many letters of absorb- 
ing interest, from this celebrated man, he continuing 
to correspond with me till the day of his death. His 
grand-daughter, Hannah, was married very soon after 
to a cousin of my father's, and from her" descendants I 
have amassed a collection of original papers, in John's 
hand-writing, of great value. They also may one day 
see the^ light. 

I forgot to mention a great curiosity which I saw 
hanging up in Mr. Bunyan's best room. This was 
no less than a small dark frame enclosing the ori^nal 
contract with Caxton for printing Chaucer's Canter- 
bury Tales, and receipts for Ten Marhs^ the sum paid 
for its copy-right. Near by these rare documents 
hung another frame entirely empty. I asked Mr. B. 
the intention of this, and he replied, if my memory 
serves me, as follows : " In my early life, sir, I once 
saw a Hundred Pound Note, and became possessed 
with a strong desire to obtain one. I have not yet 
been so lucky, but the momept such a treasure comes 
within my reach I intend to place it in that frame." 
Having a spurious one in my pocket, I immediately 
thrust it into his hand, embraced Mrs. Bunyan before 
Mr. B. had time to express^ his thanks, and rushed 
out of the house. 
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THINGS TO COMK 



BT GEORGE CROLT* 



There are murmurs on the deep, 
There are thunders on the heayen ; 

Though the ocean billows sleep, 
Though no cloud the sign has given ; 

Earth that sudden storm shall feel, 

'T is a storm of man and steel. 

Tribes are in their forests now. 
Idly hunting ounce and deer ; 

Tribes are crouching in their snow 
O'er their wild and wintry cheer, 

Doomed to swell that tempest's roar^ 

Where the torrent-rain is gore. 

War of old has swept the world, 
Guilt has shaken strength and pride ; 

But the thunders, feebly hurled^ 
Quivered o'er the spot, and died ; 

When the vengeance next shall fall> 

Wo to each, and wo to all. 

Man hath shed Man's blood for toys> 
Love and hatred, fame and gold ; 
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Now, a mightier wrath destroys ; 

£arth in cureless crime grows old ; 
Past destruction shall be tame 
To the rushing of that flame. 

When the clouds of Vengeance break| 

Folly shall be on the wise. 
Frenzy shall be on the weak, 

Nation against nation rise, 
And the worse than Pagan sword 
In Religion's breast be gored. 

Then the Martyr's solemn cry, 

That a thousand years has rung, 
Where their robes of crimson lie 

Round the " Golden Altar " flung, 
Shall be heard, — and from the '* throne," 
The trumpet of the ^Judgment" blown. 

« Wo to Earth, the mighty wo ! " 

Yet shall Earth her conscience lull, 
Till above the brim shall flow 

The draught of gall — ^The cup is fuU. 
Yet a moment ! — Comes the ire, — 
Famine, bloodshed, flood, and flre. 

First shall fall a Mighty one ! 

Ancient crime had crowned his brow, 
Dark Ambition raised his thron6 — 

Truth his victim and his foe. 
Earth shall joy in all her fear 
O'er the great Idolater. 
16* 
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Then shall rush abroad the blaze 
Sweeping Heathen zone by zone ; 

Afric's tribe the spear shall raise, 
Shivering India's pagod throne : 

China hear her Idol's knell 

In the Russian cannon-peal. 

On the Turk shall fall the blow 
From the Grecian's daggered hand ! 

Blood like winter^owers shall flow^ 
Till he treads the Syrian land ! 

Then shall final vengeance shine^ 

And all be sealed in Palestine i 
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Oh ! earth hath many a gallant show 

Of towering peak and glacier height, 
But ne'er beneath the glorious moon, 
Hath nature framed a lovelier sight. 
Than thy fair tide with diamonds fraught, 
When every drop with light is caught, 
And o'er the bridge, the village girls 
Reflect below their waving curls, 
While merrily thy waters play 
In welcome music, far away ! 



Y." 



BIRTIIPLACE OP SEAKSPEARE. 

ANONYMOUS. 

From Warwick Castle, an hour's ride brought m» 
to Stratford-on-Avon, From the " white Lion" Inn 
I walked down the street to where a rude sign-board 
over the door of a very old two-story building, bore 
this inscription : " In this home the immortal Sliakt- 
peare uma horn." I entered, and was at once con- 
ducted to tho cliamber in which, it is said, the poet 
first drew breath, Ita wdla aro completely covered 
with the names of pilgrims from all parts of the world, 
attesting thus the universality of his fame. Amid 
hundreds of unknown names, the autographs of Wal- 
ter Scott and Washington Irring were pointed out to 
me. Around the room were disposed numerous relics, 
more or less authentic, such as hkenesses of the 
poet, articles made of wood of the famous mulberry 
tree, &e. I looked at these, walked back and forth 
in the apartment, and strove to make it real to myself, 
that in that room Shakspeare was bom ; but (shall I 
confess it ?) I was sensiblo of no inspiring impulse 
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whatever. In truth, I was altogether in a most malr 
ter of fact state of mind. So capricious is feeling ! 
Here, where one might think to be deeply moved, as 
if admitted to conmlune with the spirit of the immor- 
tal bard, I looked about me with the coolest self- 
possession, intensely conscious all th© while of the 
presence of an elderly and very unpoetical matron, 
waiting quietly for the customary fee. Not to be 
wholly wanting to the occasion, however, with her 
consent, i severed with my penknife a splinter from 
the massive oaken mantel tree, apparently coeval with 
the house, which I preserve as a relic. After all, 
what real connection has that sombre locality with 
Shakspeare, such as he was in the full maturity of his 
wonder working genius ? Its walls may have echoed 
his childish cries — may have borne testimony to what 
he was when an infant in his nurse's arms ; but these 
are not the recollections that throng upon the mind in 
connection with the sweet bard of Avon, unless, in- 
deed, we can contemplate even his childhood's hours, 
through that poetical medicine which Gray has so 
beautifully conjured up in his Progress of Poetry. 

" Far from the sun and summer gale, 
In thy green lap was nature's darling laid, 
What time, where lucid Avon stayed, 
To him the mighty mother did unveil 
Her awful face ; the dauntless child 
Stretched forth his little arms and smiled. 
This pencil take (she said) whose colors clear 
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Richly paint the venial year ; 

Thine, too, these golden keyes, immortal boy ! 

This can unlock the gates of joy ; 

Of honor that, and thriUing fears, 

Or ope the sacred source of sympathetic tears." 

Yet, even here, it is not pent up mthin gloomy 
walls, but gracefully reclined on the green banks of 
Avon, in the midst of the sweet scenery of nature, 
that we view the infant minstrel ; the illusion would 
fade were the scene transferred to a close chamber 
in a buisy street. This must be my apology to the 
sentimental for the phlegm and apathy with which I 
surveyed the room in which, if tradition may be cred- 
ited, the great poet was bom. 

Certainly a very dififerent feeling took possession of 
my bosom when, a few minutes after, I found myself 
within the chancel of the parish church, bending over 
the flat stone that marks his grave. As I read ijke 
well-known lines inscribed on it — 

Good frend for Jesus sake forbeare 
To digg the dust encloased heare 
Blest be the man that spares thes stones 
And curst be he that moves my bones — 

it seemed almost as if his voice was speaking to me 
from the grave. Solemn and strange were my feel- 
ings, when I thought that it was indeed the dust of 
Shakspeare that reposed beneath my feet. The lines 
above cited are considered his own ; and no sacrile-^ 
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gious hand has dared to violate a grave doablj guarded 
by so touching an appeal and so awful a malediction. 
Here, then, beyond all doubt, I was standing on the 
?ery spot where more than two hundred years ago, 
the kindred townsmen of Shakspeare had gathered 
to consign to their last resting-place his moi*tal re- 
mains. There to sleep in death, whose genius, as if 
instinctively familiar with whatever lies within the 
natural range of the intellectual vision, or can touch 
the hidden sprinks of emotion in the heart, has em- 
balmed the experience of universal humanity in diction, 
that wherever the English language shall open its 
treasures to men of cultivated minds, can never cease 
to be " familiar in their mouths as household words." 
What nobler ambition — what loftier prerogative of 
genius could there be, than thus to touch a responsive 
chord in millions of human bosoms — thus to leave an 
enduring memorial, an ineffaceable impress of itself 
in the hearts of men, by enshrining in language that 
can never die, the sentiments and emotions that agitate 
our common nature ? That one whose human exist- 
ence was but a shadow, whose mortal remains a little 
space of consecrated ground encloses, should so per^ 
petuate on earth his intellectual being, so live again, 
88 it were, in distant ages and in remotest climes, by 
the vital energy of his genius, inspiring myriad minds 
with its own breathing thoughts, and thrilling them 
with its own burning emotions — is, indeed, (if we 
except transcendant moral excellence) the proudest 
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triumpli that Heaven permits over tlie ordinary con- 
ditions of humanity. One thing was wanting to 
Shakspeare — we feel it most ■when we stand at his 
grave — it waa that \m surpassing genius should have 
been subservient to the loftiest aims of virtue — that 
his harp's soiJ-subduing strains should have always 
been in unison with tho deep-toned and arful morahty 
which sometimes breathes in them, so that on that 
imperishable record, which ho has left to successive 
ages, there might have remained 

"No line nhich, dying, be could wish to blot." 

But let it not be forgotten, that while Shakspeare's 
sublime morality is characteristic of himself, his ofibn- 
sive grossuess is but the reflection, in the mirror 
which ho held up to nataire, of tlie licentiousness of 
bis times. 

A niche in the wall near tho grave of the poet, 
contains liis bust, probably the most correct likeness 
of hun that now exists. The expression of the coun- 
tenance is rather good-humored and cheerful, than 
deeply intellectual. The graves of his wife and fa- 
vorite daughter — the former, that Ann Hathaway, 
whom his verses have rendered famous — are near his 
own. 

Within the chance!, and quite near the grave of 
Shakepeare, are soveral monuments of the Combe 
family, with whom he lived on terms of intimacy. 
17 
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My attention was particulary arrested by one of these, 
erected in memory of a young lady, who died shortly 
before the day fixed for her marriage. In a niche in 
the wall, close to Shakspeare's monument, the busts 
of her lover and herself, in white marble, are placed 
side by side, her hand • clasped in his, as if at the 
bridal hour, and her face turned towards him, with a 
sweet and sorrowful expression, which her story ren- 
ders peculiarly touching. The inscription is literally 
as follows : 

** Here lyeth the -body of Judith Combe, (daughter of 
William Combe, of Old Stratford, in the county of Warwick, 
Esq.,) who was to have bin married unto Richard Combe, of 
Hemstead, in ye county of Hartford, Esq., had not death 
prevented it, by deyrivinge of her life, to ye extreme griefe 
and sorrow of both their friends ; but more especially of ye 
said Richard Combe, who, in testimony of his unfained love, 
hath erected this monument for perpetuating her pious mem. 
ory. She took her last leave of this life, the 17th day of Au- 
gust, 1649, in ye armes of him, who most intirely loved and 
was beloved of her, even to ye very death." 

One can hardly stand at the grave of Shakspeare 
without being strangely moved at thought of the 
power which that creative genius has exercised over 
his own mind. Lear, Macbeth, Hamlet, Othello, 
Desdemona. What beings have lived, more real to 
us than these ? Whose history has so a^tated us ? 
Whose dark and stormy passions have so thrilled our 
souls ? Whose heart-breaking sorrows have more 
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become by sympathy tbeic owti ? Yet, there, beneath 
that fiat stone, repose the ashes of the bard who has 
called all those bomgs into life — whose magic wand 
has roused up from their graves the mighty ones of 
the earth, and caused them to pass before us in gor- 
geous procession — who has opened to us anew world 
in which imagination delights to revel, peopling it with 
creations of hia own, and giving " to airy nothing a 
local habitation and a name." Inasmuch as time haa 
spared no monumental relic of the " blind old maa 
from Scio's rocky isle," no well-authenticated shrine 
of the Mantu&n bard, the grave of Shakspearo stands 
without a rival in its power to connect the sweet 
reahns of fancy with the actual world ; and thither 
shall pilgrims congregate, from all lands, in all coming 
time. 

" Thou Boft-flowing Avon, by thy silver etreBUi, 
Of things more than mortal, sweet Sliutspenre would 

dream ; 
Tlie fairies by moonlight dance round hia green Led, 
For hallowed the lurf is wliich pillowed hia head. 

Flow on, silver Avon ! in song ever flow, 
Be the swans on thy horders stiti whiter than edow, 
Ever full be thy stream, like his fame may it spread, 
And the turf ever hallowed which pillowed hia head." 

The church, which encloses the grave of Shak- 
speare, is an imposing edifice in tho Roman Gothic 
style of architecture, and of most venerable antiquity, 
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a part of the structure being betweed four and five 
hundred years old. It stands on the green bank of 
the Avon, at a little distance from the town, in the 
midst of a spacious cemetery, and embosomed in ma* 
jestic elms. An avenue of lime trees, whose branches 
intertwine so as to form a complete bower of over^ 
arching foliage, extends from the gate of the cemetery 
to the principal entrance to the church. In a still 
summer's day no sounds disturb the sacred solitude, 
save the low murmur of the river, which flows within 
a few yards of the poets grave. That it was not a 
matter of indifference, where his ashes should repose, 
is suflSciently evinced by the inscription with which he 
sought, not ineffectually, to protect the slumbers of 
the tomb from profane intrusion. When it was once 
in contemplation to remove his remains, to West- 
minster Abbey, the awful Unes upon the stone availed 
to retain them, where alone they can appropriately 
rest, in the midst of those scenes whichj dear to hiia 
while hving, are now imperlshably associated with his 
memory — where the gentle murmur of the river as 
it flows, and the sighing of the wind among the ma* 
jestic elms that droop their branches to the stream, 
seem to soothe his last slumbers. 
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Too late I staid ; — forgive the crime,— 

Usliteded flow the hours; 
How noieelesH fulla the foot ofTime 

That only treads on flowere ! 

Wbal eye with clear aucount romarlw 

The elibings of Ibe glnas, 
When nil ile saodd are diamond sparks, 

Which duzzie us tliey pass? 

Oh ! who to sober meaaurenient 
Time's happy fleetiieas bringa, 

When fiirda ofParadiae have lent 
Their plumage for his wings! 




FREEDOM. 



BY ALFRED TENNYSON. 

Love thou thy land, with love far-brought 
From out the storied Past, and used 
Within the Present, but transfused 

Thro' future time by power of thought. 

True love turn'd round on fixed poles, 
Love, that endures not sordid, ends, 
For English natures, freemen, friends, 

Thy brothers and immortal souls. 

But pamper not a hasty time, 
Nor feed with crude imaginings 
The herd, wild hearts and feeble wings, 

That every sophister can lime. 

Deliver not the task of might 
To weakness, neither hide the ray 
From those, not blind, who wait for day, 

Though sitting girt with doubtful light. 
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Make Knowledge cvrtle -wivh the winflB ", 
But let her lierald, Reverence, Sy 
Before her 10 whatever sky 

Bear seed of men or growth ofmiadB. 



Watch what m Bin-currents draw the yeara : 
Cut Prc'jutlice against the grain : 
But gentle words are af ways gain : 

Regard the wenkuesa of thy peers: 

Nor toil for title, place, or touch 

Ofpensioa, neither count on praise : 
It grows to guerdon alier-days : 

Nor deal iu watch-words overmuch ; 

Not clinging to some ancient eow ; 

Not master'd by some modern term ; 

Not swift nur slow to change, but firm : 
And iu its Beasoii bring the law ; 



That from Discussion's lijis may fall 

With Life, that, working atrougly, binds — 
Set in all lights hy many minds, 

To dose the iutere^ts of all. 

For Nutiii'e oleo, cold and warm. 
And moist and dry, devisini; long. 
Thro' mnny agents making strong, 

Matures ihe individual form. 

Meet is It changes should control 
Our being, lest we rust in ease. 
We all arc changed by siill degrees^ 

All but the basis of the aouL 
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So let the change which comes be free 
To ingroove itself with that, which flies, 
And work a joint of state, that plies 

Its office, moved with sympathy. 

A saying, hard to shape in act; 
For all the past of Time reveals 
A bridal dawn of thunder-peals, 

Wherever Thought hath wedded Fact. 

Ev'n now we hear with inward strife 
A motion toiling in the gloom — 
The Spirit of the years to come 

Yearning to mix liimself with Life. 

A slow-developed strength awaits 
Completion in a painful school ; 
Phantoms of other forms of rule, 

New Majesties of mighty States — 

The warders of the growing hour, 
But vague in vapor, hard to mark ; 
And round them sea and air are dark 

With great contrivances of Power. 

Of many changes aptly join'd. 
Is bodied forth the second whole. 
Regard gradation, lest the soul 

Of Discord race the rising wind ; 

A wind to puff your idol-fires, 
And heap their ashes on the head ; 
To shame the boasting words, we said, 

That we are wiser than our sires. 
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Oh yet, if Nature's evW star 
Drive meu ia oiaLihood, us In youtL, 
To follow flj ins s'^ps of Truth 

Across the brazen bridge of war — 

IfNew and Old, disai^troue feitd. 
Must ever ehucii, like armed Iocs, 
Anrt thja be true till Time shall close, 

Thut Priociplea are rniuM in blood ; 

Not yet the wise of heurt would cease 
To hold his hope thro' shume aiid guilt, 
But with ilia hand ngaiiiet the hilt, 

Would [ittce the troubled laud like Peace ; 

Not less, though dogs of Faction bay. 
Would serve his kind in deed and word. 
Certain if knowledge biing the sword, 

That knowledge liikea the swoid away — 

Would love the gleam of good thut broke 
From either ^ide, nor veil his eyes: 
And if some dreadful need should rise. 

Would strike, and firmly, and ono stroke : 

To-morrow jel would reap to-dwy, 
As we bear blossom of the dead. 
Earn well the thrifty mouths, nor wed 

Raw Iluste, liulf-sister to Delay. 



TALE OF EXPIATION. 

BY PROF. WILSON. 

Margaret Burnsidb was an orphan. Her pa- 
rents, who had been the poorest people in the parish, 
had died when she was a mere child ; and as they had 
left no near relatives, there were few or none to care 
much about the desolate creature, who might be well 
said to have been left friendless in the world. True 
that the feeling of charity is seldom wholly wanting 
in any heart ; but it is generally but a cold feeling 
among hard-working folk, towards objects out of the 
narrow circle of their own family affections, and sel- 
fishness has a ready and strong excuse in necessity. 
There seems, indeed, to be a sort of chance in the lot 
of the orphan offspring of paupers. On some the 
eye of Christian benevolence falls at the very first mo- 
ment of their uttermost destitution — and their worst 
sorrows, instead of beginning, terminate with the tears 
shed over their parents' graves. They are taken by 
the hands, as soon as their hands have been stretched 
out for protection, and admitted as inmates into house- 
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holds, whose doors, had their fathers and mothers 
been aliyc, thej would never have darkened. The 
light of comfort falls upon them during the gloom of 
grief, and attends them all their days. Othei'S, again, 
are overiooked at the fii-st fall of affliction, as if by 
soma unaccountable fatality ; the WTetchednesa with 
which al! have become familiar, no one very tenderiy 
jrities ; and thus the orphan, reconciling herself to the 
extreme hardships of her condition, lives on uncheered 
by those sympathies out of which grow both happineaa 
and virtue, and yielding by degrees to the constant 
pressure of her lot, becomes poor m spirit as in estate, 
and either vegetates like an almost worthless weed 
that is carelessly trodden on by every foot, or if by 
nature bom a flower, in time loses her lustre, and all 
her days leads the Hfo not so much of a servant as of 
a slave. 

Such, till she was twelve years old, had been the 
fate of Margaret Burnside, Of a slender form and 
weak constitution, she had never been able for much 
work ; and thus from one discontented and harsh 
master and mistress to another, she had been trans- 
ferrod from house to houso — always the poorest — 
till she came to bo looked on as an encumbrance 
rather than a help in any family, and thought hardly 
worth her bread. Sad and sickly she sat on the braes, 
herding the Idne. It was supposed that she was in 
a consumption — and as the shadow of death seemed 
to he on the neglected creature's face, a feeling some- 
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tiling like lovo was awakened towards her m tibe heart 
of pity, for which she showed her 'gratitude by still 
attending to all household tasks with an alacrity be^ 
yond her strength. Few doubted that she was dy- 
ing — and it was plain that she thought so herself; 
for the Bible, which, in her friendlessness, she had 
always read more than other children who were too 
happy to reflect often on the Word of that Being from 
whom their happiness flowed, was now, when leisure 
permitted, seldom or never out of her hands ; apd in 
lonely places, where there was no human ear to 
hearken, did tlie dying girl often support her heart, 
when quaking in natural feai'S of the grave, by sing- 
ing to herself hymns and psalms. But her hour was 
not yet come — though by the inscrutable decrees of 
Providence doomed to be hideous with almost inexpi- 
able guilt. As for herself — she was innocent as the 
linnet that sang beside her in the broom, and inno- 
cent was she to be up to the last throbbings of her re- 
ligious heart. When the suhsnine fell upon the leaves 
of her Bible, the orphan seemed to see in the holy 
words, brightening through the radiance, assuranoes 
of forgiveness of all her sins — small sins indeed — 
yet to her humble and contrite heart exceeding 
great — and to be pardoned only by the intercesskm 
of Him who died for us on the tree. Often, wh^i 
clouds were in the sky, and blackness covered the 
Book, hope died away from the discolored page— <- 
and the lonely creature wept and sobbed over the 
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ioam denounced on All wbo nn and repent not— - 
irhetlier in deed or in thought. And thus reli^OD 
became within her an awful thing — till, in her remg- 
nation, she feared to die. But look on that flower by 
the hill-side path, withered, as it seems, beyond the 
power of sun and air and dew and riun to restore it 
to life. Next day, you happen to return to the place, 
ita leaves are of a dazzling green, its blossoms of a 
dazzling crimson. So it was with this orphan. Na- 
ture, aa if kindling towards her in sudden love, not 
only restored her in a few weeks to life — but to per- 
fect health ; and ero long she, whom few had looked 
at, and for whom still fewer cared, was acknowledged 
to be the fairest girl in all the parish — whUe she 
continued to sit, as she had always done fiflm hor very 
childhood, on the poor's form in the lobby of the kirk. 
Such a face, such a figure, and such a manner, in one 
fio poorly attired and so meanly placed, attracted the 
eyes of the jonng ladies in the Patron's Gallery. 
Margaret Bumaide waa taken under their especial 
protection — sent for two years to a superior school, 
whore she was taught all things useful for persons in 
humble life — and while yet scarcely fifteen, return- 
ing to hor native parish, waa appointed teacher of a 
small school of her own, to which were sent all the 
girls who could be spared from home, from those of 
parents poor as her own had been, up to those of the 
farmers and small proprietors, who knew the blessings 
of a good education — and that without it the min- 
18 
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iflter may preach in vain. And thus Margaret Bom^ 
ride grew and blossomed like the lily of the field — 
and every eye blessed her — and she drew her breath 
in gratitude, piety, and peace. 

Thus a few happy and useful years passed by — 
and it was forgotten by all — but herself — that Map» 
garet Bumside was an orphan. But to be without 
one near and dear blood-relative in all the world, must 
often, even to the happy heart of youthful innocence, 
be more than a pensive — a painful thought; and 
therefore, though Margaret Bumside was always 
cheerful among her little scholars, yet in the retire- 
ment of her own room, (a pretty parlor, with a window 
looking into a flower-garden,) and on her walks amcmg 
the braes, her mien was somewhat melancholy, and 
her eyes wore that touching expression, which seems 
doubtfully to denote — neither joy nor sadness — but 
a habit of soul which, in its tranquility, still partakes 
of the mournful, as if memory dwelt often on past 
sorrows, and hope sc£|^cely ventured to indulge in 
dreams of future repose. That profound orphan-feel* 
ing embued her whole character ^s and sometimes, 
when the young ladies from the castle smiled pnuses 
upon her, she retired in gratitude to her chamber' — 
and wept. 

Among the friends at whose houses she virited, were 
tiie family at Moorside, the highest hill-fann in the 
parish, and on which her father had been a hind. It 
consisted of the master, a man whose head was gray. 
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his 8on and daughter, and a grandchild, her scholar, 
whose parents were dead. Gilbert Adamson had long 
been a widower — indeed his wife had never been 
in the parish, but h^d died abroad. He had been 
a soldier in his joaih and prime of manhood ; and 
when he came to settle at Moorside, he had been 
looked at with no very friendly eyes ; for evil rumon 
<^ his character had preceded his arrival there — and 
in that peaceful pastoral parish, far removed from 
the world's strife, suspicions, without any good reas(m 
perhaps, had attached themselves to the morality and 
religion of a man, who had seen much foreign service, 
and had passed the best years of his life in the ware. 
It was long before these suspicions faded away, and 
with some they still existed in an invincible feeling of 
dislike or even aversion. But the natural fiercenois 
and ferocity which, as these peaceful dwellers among 
the hills imagined, had at first, in spite of his efforts 
to control them, often dangerously exibited themselves 
in fiery outbreaks, advancing age had graduaUy sub- 
dued ; Gilbert Adamson had grown a hard-working 
and industrious man; affected, if he followed it not in 
sincerity, even an austerely religious life ; and as he 
possessed more than common sagacity and intelligence, 
* he had acquired at last, if not won, a certain aseen- 
dency in the parish, even over many whose heartB 
never opened nor warmed towards him — so that he 
was now an elder of the kirk — and, as the most un- 
willing were obliged to acknowl|dgey a just steward to 



the poor. His gray hairs were not honored, bat it 
would not be too much to say that thej were re- 
spected. Many who had doubted him before, came 
to think they had done him injustice, and sought to 
wipe away their fault by regarding him with esteem, 
and showing themselves wiUing to interchange nei^ 
borly kindnesses and services with all the family at 
Moorside. His son, though somewhat wild and un- 
steady, and too much addicted to the fascinating pas- 
times of flood and field, often so ruinous to the sens of 
labor, and rarely long pursued agauist the law without 
vitiating the whole character, was a favorite with all 
the parish. Singularly handsome, and with manners 
above his birth, Ludovic was welcome wherever he 
went, both with young and old. No merry-making 
could deserve the name without him ; and at all meet- 
ings for the display of feats of strength and agilify, 
£Eur and wide, through more counties than one, he was 
the champion. Nor had he received a mean educa- 
tion. All that the parish schoolmaster could teach 
he knew ; and having been the darling companion of 
all the gentlemen's sons in the Manse, the faculties of 
his mind had kept pace with theirs, and from them he 
had caught unconsciously that demeanor so far supe- 
rior to what could have been expected from one la his 
humble condition, but which, at the same time, seemed 
so congenial with his happy nature as to be readily 
acknowledged to be one of its original gifts. Of his 
sister, Alice, it is su|&cient to say, that she was the 
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bosom friend of Margaret Bumside, and that all wlio 
saw their friendship felt that it was just. The small^ 
parentless grand-daughter was also dear to Mar* 
garet — more than perhaps her heart knew, iiecanse 
that, like herself, she was an orphan. But the crea^ 
ture was also a merrj and a madcap ck'ld, and Iiot 
freakish pranks, and playful perversenesses, as she 
tossed her head in untameable glee, and went dancing 
and singing, like a bird on the boughs of a tree, all 
day long, by some strange sympathies entirely^won 
the heart of her who, throughout all her own chikt 
hood, had been familiar with grief, and a lonelj 
shedder of tears. And thus did Margaret love her, 
it might be said, even with a very mother's love. 
She generally passed her free Saturday afternoons ^ 
at Moorside, and often slept there all night with 
little Ann in her bosom. At such times Ludovie 
was never from home, and many a Sabbath he walked 
with her to the kirk — all the family together — and 
once by themselves for miles along the moor — a fore* 
noon of perfect sunshine, which returned upon him 
in his agony on his dying day. 

No one said, no one thought that Ludovic and 
Margaret were lovers — nor were they, though well 
worthy indeed of each other's love ; for the orphan'i 
whole heart was filled and satisfied with a sense of 
duty, and all its affections were centered in her 
school, where all eyes blessed her, and where she had 
been placed for the good of att^those gladsome ere»- 

18* 
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tares, by them who had rescued her from the pennrf 
that kills the soul, and whose gracious bounty she 
remembered even in her sleep. In her prayers she 
beseeched God to bless them rather than the wretch 
<m her knees — their images, their names, were ever 
before her eyes and on her ear ; and next to that 
peace of mind which passeth all understanding, and 
comes from the footstool of God into the humble, 
lowly, and contrite heart, was to that orphan, day and 
night, waking or sleepmg, the bliss of her gratitude. 
And thus Ludovic to her was a brother, and no more ; 
a name sacred as that of sister, by which she always 
called her Alice, and was so called in return. But to 
Ludovic, who had a soul of fire, Margaret was dearer 
far than ever sister was to the brother whom, at the 
sacrifice of her own life, she might have rescued 
from death. Go where he might, a phantom was at 
his side — a pale fair face forever fixed its melan- 
ohoUy eyes on his, as if foreboding something dismal 
even when they faintly smiled ; and once he awoke at 
midnight, when all the house were asleep, crying with 
shrieks, " Oh, God of mercy ! Margaret is mur- 
dered ! " Mysterious passion of love ! that darkens 
its own dreams of delight with unimaginable horrors I 
Shall we call such dire bewilderment the superstition 
of troubled fantasy, or the inspiration of the prophetio 
soul! 

From what seemingly insignificant sources — and 
by means of what ^^ble SLnents-may tius 
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life's best happiness be diffused orer &e households 
of industrious men ! Here was the orphan daughter 
of forgotten paupers, both dead ere she could speak ; 
herself, during all her melancholy childhood, a pauper 
even more enslaved than ever they had been — one 
of the most neglected and unvalued of all 6od!#i)rea- 
tores — who, had she then died, would have been 
buried in some nettled nook of the kirkyard, nor her 
grave been watered almost by one single tear — sud- 
denly brought out from the cold and cruel shade m 
which she had been withering away, by the interpon* 
tion of human but angelic hands, into the heaven's 
most gracious sunshine, where all at once her beauty 
blossomed like the rose. She, who for so many yeaiv 
had been even begrudgingly fed on the poorest and 
scantiest fare, by Penury ungrateful for all her weak 
but zealous efforts to please by doing her best, Airsick- 
ness and sorrow, at all her tasks, in or out of dooriy 
and in all weathers, however rough and severe — 
was now raised to the rank of a moral, intellectual 
and religious being, and presided over, tended and 
instructed many little ones, far, far happpier in th^ 
ehildhood than it had been her lot to be, and all 
growing up beneath her now untroubled eyes, in itt- 
nocence, love and joy inspired into their hearts hf 
her, their young and happy benefSM^tress. Not a 
human dweUing in aQ the parish, that had not reaaon 
to be thankful to Margaret BunuddaiiN She taiij^t 
ihem to be jAeaaaut in their vaaneia^ seat in thafar 
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persons, rational in their minds, pure in their hearts, 
and industrious in all their habits. Rudeness, ooarse- 
ness, sullenness, all angry fits, and all idle di8jK)ed« 
tions — the besetting vices and sins of the children 
of the poor, whose home-education is often so misei^ 
ably, and almost necessarily neglected — did this 
sweet teacher, by the divine influence of meekness 
never ruffled, and tenderness never troubled, in a few 
months subdue and overcome — till her school-room, 
every day in the week, was in its cheerfulness, sacred 
as a Sabbath, and murmured from mom till eve with 
the hum of perpetual happiness. The effects were 
sooli felt in every house. All floors were tidier, and 
order and regularity enlivened every hearth. It was 
the pride of her scholars to get their own little gar- 
dens behind their parents' huts, to bloom like that of 
the brae — and, in imitation of that flowry porch, to 
train up the pretty creepers on the wall. In the kirk- 
yard, a smiling group every Sabbath forenoon waited 
for her at the gate — and walked, with her at their 
head, into the house of God — a beautiful procession 
to all their parents' eyes — one by one dropping away 
into their own seats, as the band moved along the 
little lobby, and the minister sitting in the pulpit all 
the while, looked solemnly down upon the feir flock — 
the shepherd of their souls ! 

It was Sabbath, but Margaret Bomside was not in 
the kirk. The congregation had risen to join in 
prayer, when the great door was thrown open, aaid a 
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woman apparelled as for the house of worship, but 
wild and ghastly in her face and eyes, as a maniac 
hunted by evil spirits, burst in upon the service, and, 
with uplifted hands, beseeched the man of God to for* 
g^ve her irreverent entrance, for that the foulest and 
most unnatural murder had been done, and that h^ 
own eyes had seen the corpse of Margaret Bumside 
lying on the moor in a pool of blood ! The congrega- 
tion gave one groan, and then ^ an outcry as if the 
roof of the kirk had been toppling over their heads. 
AU cheeks waxed white, women fainted, and the 
firmest heart quaked with terror and pity, as once 
and again the afirighted witness, in the same words, 
described the horrid spectacle, and then rushed out 
into the open air, followed by hundreds, who for some 
minutes had been palsy-striken ; and now the kirkyard 
was all in a tumult round the body of her who lay 
in a swoon. In the midst of that dreadful ferment, 
there were voices crying aloud that the poor woman 
was mad, and that such horror could not be beneath 
the sun ; for such a perpetration on the Sabbath-day, 
and first heard of just as the prayers of his people 
were about to ascend to the Father of all jnerdes, 
shocked belief, and doubt struggled with despair as in 
the helpless shudderings of some dream of blood* 
The crowd were at last prevailed on by their pastor 
to disperse, and sit down on the tombstones, and 
water being sprinkled over the face of her who still 
lay in that mortal swoon, and the air suffered to cir- 
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culate freely round her, she again opened her gUsflj 
eyes, and raising herself on her elbow, stared on the 
multitude, all gathered there so wan and silent, and 
shrieked out, " The Day of Judgment ! The Day 
of Judgment ! " 

The aged minister raised her on her feet, and led 
her to a grave, on which she sat down, and hid her 
face on his knees. " that I should have lived to 
see the day — but dreadful are the decrees of the 
Most High — and she whom we all loved has been 
cruelly murdered 1 Carry me with you, people, and 
I will show you where lies her corpse." 

" Where — where is Ludovic Adamson ? " x^ried a 
hoarse voice which none there had ever heard before ; 
and all eyes were turned in one direction ; but none 
knew who had spoken, and all again was hush. 
Then all at once a hundred voices repeated the same 
words, " Where — where is Ludovic Adamson ? " 
and there was no reply. Then, indeed, was the kirk- 
yard in an angry and a wrathful ferment, and men 
looked ikr into each other's ey-es for confirmation of 
their suspicions. And there was whispering aboat 
things, that, though in themselves light as air, seemed 
now charged with hideous import; and then arose 
sacred appeals to heaven's eternal justice, horridly 
mingled with oaths and curses ; and all the crowd, 
springing to their feet, pronounced, " that no other 
but he could be the murderer." 

It was remembered now, that for months past 
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Margaret Bumside had often looked melancholy — 
that her visits had been less frequent to Moorside ; 
and one person in the crowd said, that a few weeks 
ago she had come upon them suddenly in a retired 
place, when Margaret was weeping bitterly, and Lu^ 
dovic tossing his arms, seemingly in wrath and dis- 
traction. All agreed that of late he had led a dis- 
turbed and reckless life — and that something dark 
and suspicious had hung about him, wherever he 
went, as if he were haunted by an evil conscience. 
But did not strange men sometimes pass through the 
Moor — squaUd mendicants, robber-like, from the far- 
off city ■ — one by one, yet seemingly belonging to the 
same gang — with bludgeons in their hands — half- 
naked, and often drunken in their hunger, as at the 
doors of lonesome houses they demanded alms ; or 
more like foot-pads than beggars, mih stem gestures, 
rising up from the ditches on the way-side, stopped 
the frightened women and children going upon 
errands, and thanklessly received pence from the 
poor ? One of them must have been the murderer ! 
But, then, again the whole tide of suspicion would set 
in upon Ludovic — her lover; for the darker and 
more dreadful the guilt, the more welcome is it to the 
fears of the imagination when ite waking dreams are 
floating in blood. 

A tall figure came forward from the porch, and alt 
was silence when the congregation beheld the father 
of the suspected criminal. He stood still as a tree in 



238 FBIBNDSHIP^S OIFT. 

a calm'day — trunk, limbs, moved not — and his gray 
head was uncovered. He then stretched out his arm^ 
not in an imploring, but in a commanding attitude, 
and essayed to speak ; but his white lips quivered, 
and his tongue refused its office. At last, almost 
fiercely, he uttered, " Who dares denounce my son ? ** 
and like the growling thimder, the crowd cried, 
" All — all — he is the murderer ! " Some said that 
the old man smiled ; but it could have been but a 
convulsion of the features — outraged nature's wrung- 
out and writhing expression of disdam, to show how a 
&ther's love brooks the cruelty of foolish falsehood 
and injustice. 

Men, women, and children •— all whom grief and 
horror had not made helpless — moved away towards 
the Moor — the woman who had seen the sight lead- 
ing the way; for now her whole strength had ^re- 
turned to her,' and she was drawn and driven by an 
irresistible passion to look again at what had ahnost 
destroyed her judgment. Now they were miles fipom 
the kirk, and over some brushwood, at the edge of 
the morass, some distance from the common footpath, 
crows were seen diving and careering in the air, and 
a raven flapping suddenly out of the covert, sailed 
away with a savage croak along a range of cliffs. 
The whole multitude stood stock-still at that carrion 
sound. The guide said shudderingly, in a low hur- 
ried voice, "See, see — that is her mantle" — and 
there indeed Margaret lay, all in a heap, maimed. 
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isaiDgled, ZQurdered, witfi a hundred gashes. The 
corpse seemed as if it had been baked in &ost, and 
was embedded in coagulated blood. Shreds and 
patches of her dress, torn away from her bosom, be^ 
strewed the bushes — ibr many yards round about, 
there had been the trampling of feet, and a long lock 
of hair that had been torn from her temples, with the 
dews yet unmelted on it, was lying upon a plant of 
broom, a little way from the corpse. The first one to 
lift the body &om the horrid bed was Gilbert Adam- 
son. He had been long familiar with dea& in all its 
ghastliness^ and all had now looked to Mm -^ forged 
ting for ihe moment that he was ihe father of the 
m»rderer — to perform the task from which they r^ 
coiled in horror. Resting on one knee, he placed &e 
corpse on the other — and who could have believed, 
that even the most violent and cruel death coidd have 
wrought such a change on a face once so beautiful f 
All was distortion — and terrible it was to see the 
dim glazed eyes, fixedly open, and the orbs insensiMie 
to the strong sun that smote her face white as snow 
aaqoong the streaks as if left by bloody fingers ! Her 
throat was all discolored — • and a silk handkerchief 
twisted ioato a cord, that had manifestiy been used in the 
Hiorder, was of a redder hue than when it had veiled 
her breast. No one knows what horrcv his eyes are 
able to look on, till they are tried. A circle of stupe^ 
fied gazers was drawn by a h(Hrrid &scination closer 
and closer round tibe corpse -^ and women Istood thare 
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holding children by the hands, and fainted not, Imt 
observed the sight, and shuddered without shrieking, 
and stood there all dumb as ghosts. But the bodj 
was now borne along by many hands — at first none 
knew in what direction, till many voices muttered, 
" To Moorside — to Moorside " — and in an hour it 
was laid on a bed in which Margaret Bumside had 
80 often slept with her beloved little Ann in her 
bosom. 

The hand of some one had thrown a cloth over the 
corpse. The room was filled with pec^le — but all 
their power and capacity of horror had been exhaust- 
ed — and the silence was now almost like that which 
attends a natural death, when all the neighbors are 
assembled for the funeral. Alice, with little Ann 
beside her, kneeled at the bed, nor feared to lean 
her head close to the.covered corpse — sobbing out 
syllables that showed fiow passionately she prayed — 
and that she and her little neice — and, oh ! for that 
unhappy father — were delivering themselves up into 
the hands of God. The father knelt not — neither 
did he sit down — nor move — nor groan — but stood 
at the foot of the bed^ with arms folded almost 
sternly — and with eyes fixed on the sheet, in which 
there seemed to be neither ruth nor dread — but onlj 
an austere composure, which were it indeed but resig* 
nation to that dismal decree of Providence, had been 
most sublime — but who can see into the heart of a 
man, either righteous or ^cked, and know what may 
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be passing there, breathed from the gates of heaven 
or of hell ! 

Soon as the body had been found, shepherds and 
herdsmen, fleet of foot as the deer, had set off to 
scour the country far and wide, hill and glen, moun- 
tain and morass, moor and wood, for the murderer. 
K he be on the face of the earth, and not self-plunged 
in despairing suicide into some quagmire, he will be 
fpund — for all the population of many districts are 
now afoot, and precipices are climbed till now brushed 
but by the falcons. A figure like that of a man, is 
seen by some of the hunters from a hill-top, lying 
among the stones by the side of a solitary loch. They 
separate, and descend upon him, and then gathering 
in, they behold the man whom they seek — Ludovio 
Adamson, the murderer. 

His face is pale and haggard — yet flushed as if 
by a fever centered in his heart. That is no dress 
for the Sabbath-day — soiled and savage-looking — 
and giving to the eyes that search an assurance of 
guilt. He starts to his feet, as they think, like some 
wild beast surprised in his lair, and gathering itself 
up to fight or fly. But — strange enormity — a Bible 
is in his hand U And the shepherd who first seized him, 
taking the book out of his grasp, looks into the page 
and reads, " Whoever sheddeth man's blood, by man 
shall his blood be surely shed." On a leaf is written, 
in her own well-known hand, " The gift of Margaret 
Bumside! " Not a -word is said by his captors — 
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they offer no needless violence — no indignities'— but 
answer all inquiries of surprise and astonishment (Ohl 
can one so young be so hardened in wickedness !) 
by a stem silence, and upbraiding eyes, that like 
daggers must stab his heart. At last he walks d<^ 
gedly and sullenly along, and refuses to speak — yet 
his tread is firm — there is no want of composure ia 
his face — now that the first passion of fear iwr anger 
has left it ; and now that they have the murderer in 
their clutch, some begin almost to pity him, and 
others to believe, or at least to hope, that he may be 
innocent. As yet they have said not a word of the 
crime of which they accuse him ; but let him try ta 
master the expression of his voice and eyes as he 
may, guilt is in those stealthy glances — guilt is m 
those reckless tones. And why does he seek to hide 
his right hand in his bosom ? And whatever he may ^ 
affect to say — they ask him not — most certahdy 
that stain on his shirt-collar is blood. But now they 
are at Moorside. 

There is still a great crowd all round about tihe 
house — in the garden — and at the door — and a 
troubled cry announces that the criminal has been 
taken, and is close at hand. His father meets him at 
the gate ; and, kneeling down, holds up his clasped 
hands, and says, " My son if thou art guilty, confess, 
and die," The criminal angrily Waves his father 
aside, and walks towards the door. " Fools ! fools ! 
what mean ye by this ? What crime has been coiO;- 
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mitted ? And how dare ye to ttiink me the oriminal? 
Am I hke a mmrderer ? " — " We never spoke to 
lum of the murder — we- never spoke to him of the 
mnrder! " cried one of the men who now held Mm 
by the arm ; and all assembled then exclaimed^ 
" Guilty, guilty — that one word will bang him I 
Oh, pity, pity, for his father and poor sister — this 
will break their hearts ! " Appalled, yet firm of foot, 
tiie prisoner forced his way into the house, and tnn^ 
ing, in his confusion, iuto the chamber on the left, 
Uiere be beheld the corpse of the murdered, od the 
bed — for the sheet had been removed — as yet not 
hid out, and disfigured and deformed just as she had 
been found on the moor, in the same misshapen het^ 
of death ! One long insane glare — one shriek, as if 
all bis heart-strings at once had burst — and then 
down fell the strong man on the floor like lead. One 
trial was past which no human hardihood could en- 
dure — another, and yet another awaits him ; but 
them he will bear as the guilty brave have often home 
them, and the most searching eye shall not see bim 
qniul at the bar or on the scaSbld. 

'Xliey lifted the stricken wretch from the floor, 
placed him in a chair, atid hold bim upright, till he 
ehould revive from the fit. And he soon did revive ; 
for health flowed in all hia veins, and he had the 
strength of a giant. But when his senses returned, 
there was none to pity him ; for the shock had ^vea 
an expression of guilty horror to all his luoks, andj 
19" 
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like a man walking in his sleep, tmder the tempttttaott 
of some dreadful dream, he moved with fixed e5r60 
towards the bed, gobbled in hideous laughter, and 
then wept and tore his hair like a distracted woman or 
child. Then he stooped down as if he would kiss thiO 
face, but staggered back, and, covering his eyes with 
his hands, uttered such a groan as is sometimes heard 
rending the sinner's breast when the avenging furies 
are upon him in his dreams. All who heard it feife 
that he was guilty; and there was a fierce erj 
through the room of '' Make him touch the body, and 
if he be the murderer, it will bleed ! " — " Fear nofc^ 
Ludoyic, to touch it, my boy," said his father ; 
^^ bleed afresh it will not, for thou art innocent : and 
savage though now they be who once were proud to 
be thy friends, even they will believe thee guiltless 
when the corpse refuses to bear witness against thee, 
and not a drop leaves its quiet heart ! "' But his aoa 
spake not a word, nor did he seem to know that his 
father had spoken ; but he suffered himself to be led 
passively towards the bed. One of the bystanders 
took his hand and placed it on the naked breast, 
when out of the comers of the teeth-clenched mouth, 
and out of the swollen nostrils, two or three blood- 
drops visibly oozed ; and a sort of shrieking shout de- 
clared the sacred fitith of all in the crowd in ths 
dreadful ordeal. " What body is this ? 'tis all over 
blood ! " said the prisoner, looking with an idiot va- 
cancy (m the faces that surrounded him. Bat now 
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tbe sheriff of the county entered the room, akfng 
flome officers of justice, and he was spared any farther 
shocks from that old saving superstition. His wrists 
soon after were manacled. These were all the words 
he had uttered since he recovered from the fit ; and 
lie seemed now in state of stupor. 

Ludovic Adamson, after examinati<m of witnesses, 
who crowded against him from many unexpected 
quarters, was committed that very Sabbath m^t to 
prison on a charge of murder. On the Tuesday fol- 
lowiog, ihe remains of Margaret Bumcdde were m* 
terred. All the parish were at the funeral. In Scot> 
land it is not customary for females to join in the last 
simple ceremonies of death. But in this case tliey 
did ; and all her scholars, in the same white dresses 
m which they used to walk with her at their head into 
the kirk on Sabbaths, followed the bier. Alice and 
Kttle Ann were there, nearest the coffin, and the 
ferther of him who had wrought all this wo was one of 
its supporters. The head of the murdered girl rested, 
it might be said, on his shoulder — but none can know 
the strength which God pves to his servants — aaid 
all present felt for him as he walked steadily under 
that dismal burden, a pity, and even an affectioii| 
which tiiey had been unable to yield to him ere ho 
had been so sorely tried. The ladies from the Gastfe 
were among the other mourners, and stood by tlM 
open grave. A sunnier day had never shone bom 
heaven, and that very grave itself partook ot ik» 
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brightness, as the coffin — with the gilt letterSy^ 
"Margaret Bumside, Aged 18" — was let down, 
and in the darkness below disappeared. No flowers 
were sprinkled there — nor afterwards planted on the 
turf — vain offerings of unavailing sorrow ! But in 
that nook — beside the bodies of her poor parents — 
she was left for the grass to grow over her, as over 
the other humble dead ; and nothing but the very 
simplest headstone was placed there, with a sentence 
from Scripture below the name. There was less 
weeping, less sobbing than at many other funerals ; 
for as sure as Mercy ruled the skies, all beUeved that 
she was there — all knew it, just as if the gates of 
heaven had opened and showed her a white-robed spirit 
at the right hand of the throne. And why should 
any rueful lamentation have been wailed over the 
senseless dust ? But on the way home, over the hiUs, 
and in the hush of evening beside their hearth, and in 
the stillness of night on their beds — all — young and 
old — all did nothing but weep ! 

For weeks — such was the pity, grief and awe in- 
spired by this portentous crime and lamentable ca- 
lamity, that all the domestic on-goings in all the 
houses far and wide, were melancholy and mournful, 
as if the country had been fearing a visitation of tiie 
plague. Sin, it was felt, had brought not only sorrow 
on the parish, but shame that ages would not wipe 
away ; and strangers, as they travelled through titie 
moor, would point the place where the ioulest murder 



had been comnutted m all tiie annaii c( crime. Am 
for tlie &iDilj at Moorside, tiie d^ighter bad ftmr 
boundless compas^on, though no eye had seen her 
Bince the funeral ; but people, in speaking of the U^ 
ther, would still shake their heads, and put thrar 
fingers to their lips, and saj to one another, in which 
pers, that Gilbert Adamson had once been & bold, bad 
man — that his relif^on, m spite of all his repdave 
austerity, wore not the aspect of truth — and that had 
he held a stricter and a stronger hand on Uie erron of 
his misguided son, this foul deed had not been perpfr 
trated, nor that wretched sinner's soul ^ven to perdi- 
tion. Yet others had gentler and humaner thoughts. 
They remembered him walking along (rod-flupported 
beneath the bier — and at the mouth of the grave^^ 
and feared to look on that head — formerly grizzled, 
but now quite gray — when on the verj first Sabbath at- 
■ ter the murder he took his place in the elder's seat, and 
was able to stand up, along with the rest of the con- 
gregation, when the minister prayed for peace to bJB 
soul, and hoped for the deliverance out of jeopardy of 
hjm now lying in bonds. A low Amen went all round 
Hie kirk at these words ; for the most hopeless called 
to mijid that maxim of law, equitv and justice — that 
every man under accuaatioa of crime should be held 
innocent till he is proved to be guilty. Nay, a human 
tribunal might condemn him, and yet might he stand 
acquitted before the tribunal of God. 

There were various accounts of the behavior of the 
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prisoner. Some said that he was desperately hard* 
ened — others, sunk in sullen apathy and indifibrence 
— and one or two persons belonging to the parish, who 
had seen him, declared that he seemed to care not 
for himself, but to be plunged in profound melan* 
choly for the fate of Margaret Bumside, whose name 
he involuntarily mentioned, and then bowed his head 
on his kness and wept. His guilt he neither admitted 
at that interview, nor denied ; but he confessed that 
some circumstances bore hard against him, and thai 
he was prepared for the event of his trial — condemr 
nation and death. " But if you are not guilty, Ludo- 
vie, who can he the murderer? Not the slightest 
shade of suspicion has fallen on any other person — 

and did not, alas ! the body bleed when " The 

unhappy wretch sprang up from the bed, it was said, 
at these words, and hurried like a madman back and 
forward along the stone floor of his <5ell. " Yea — 
yea ! " at last he cried, " the mouth and nostrils of 
my Margaret did indeed bleed when they pressed' 
down my hand on her cold bosom. It is God's 
truth ! " " God's truth ? " — " Yes — God's truth. 
I saw first one drop, and then another, trickle towards 
me — and I prayed to our Saviour to wipe them off 
before other eyes might behold the dreadful witnesses 
against me ; but at that hour Heaven was most xxor 
merciful — for those two small drops — as all of you 
saw — soon became a very stream — and all her face, 
neck and breast — you saw it as well as I miserable 
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— were at last drenched in blood. Then I may have 
confessed that I was guilty — did I, or did I not, 
confess it ? Tell me — for I remember nothing dis- 
tinctly : — but if I did — the judgment of offended 
Heaven, then punishing me for my sms, had made 
me worse than mad — and so had all your abhorrent 
eyes ; and, men, if I did confess, it was the cruelty 
of God that drove me to it — and your cruelty — 
which was great ; for no pity had any one for me that 
day, though Margaret Bumside lay before me a mur- 
dered corpse — and a hoarse whisper came to my ear 
urging me to confess — I well believe from no human 
lips, but from the Father of Lies, who, at that hour, 
was suffered to leave the pit to ensnare my soul." 
Such was said to have been the main sense of what 
he uttered in the presence of two or three, who had 
formerly been amons; his most intimate friends, and 
who Jew not, on leaving his ceU and coming into 
the open air, whether to think him innocent or guiliy. 
As long as they thought they saw his eyes regarding 
them, and that they heard his voice speaking, they 
behoved him innocent ; but when the expression of 
the tone of his voice, and of the look of his eyes — 
which they had felt belonged to innocence — died 
away from their memory — then arose against him 
the strong, strange, circumstantial evidence, which, 
wisely or unwisely — lawyers and judges have said 
cannot lie — and then, in their hearts, one and all 
of them pronounced him guilty. 



MO FsiBNDSHip^s ai:^« 

But had not his fkther often Tkited ihe priflonei^s 
cell ? Once — and once only ; for in obedience to 
his son's passionate prayer, beseeching him — if there 
were any mercy left either on earth or in heaven— 
never more to enter that dungeon, the miserable pa- 
rent had not again entered the prison ; but he had 
been seen one morning at dawn, by one who knew his 
person, walking round and round the walls, stareing np 
at the black building in distraction, especially at <me 
small grated window in the north tower — and it is 
most probable that he had been pacmg his rounds 
there during all the night. Nobody could conjecture, 
however dimly, what was the meaning of his bamsk* 
ment from his son's cell. Gilbert Adamsbn, so stem 
to others, even to his own only daughter, had been 
always but too indulgent to his Ludovic — and had 
that lost wretch's guilt, so exceeding great, changed 
his heart into stone, and made the sight of his old &- 
therms gray hairs hateful to his eyes ? But then the 
jailer, who bad heard him imploring ^— beseeching -^ 
commanding his father to remain till after the trial 
at Moorside, said, that all the while the priscmer 
sobbed and wept like a child ; and that when be vok- 
locked the door of the cell, to let the old man oat, it 
was a hard thing to tear away the arms and hands of 
Ludovic from his knees, while the £a>iber sat tike a 
stone image on the bed, and kept his teariess ejes 
fixed sternly upcHi the wall, as if not a soul had beea 
present, and he himself had been a f?r?iminftt eot^ 
demned next day to die. 
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The father had obeyed, religiously^ that miserable 
injunction, and from reli^on it seemed he had foimd 
comfort. For Sabbath after Sabbath he was at the 
kirk — he stood as he had been wont to do for years, 
at the poor's plate, and return grave salutations to 
those who dropped their mite into the small saorod 
treasury — his eyes calmly, and even critically, re- 
garded the pastor during the prayer and sermon-^ 
and his deep bass voice was heard, as usual, throu^ 
all the house of God in the Psalms. On week-days, 
he was seen by passers-by to drive his flocks afield, 
and to overlook his sheep on the hill-pastures, <Hr in 
the pen-fold ; and as it was still spring, and seed-time 
had been late this season, he was observed holding the 
plough, as of yore ; nor had his skill deserted him — 
for the furrows were as straight as if drawn by a rule 
on paper — and soon bright and beautiful was the 
Imdrd on all the low lands of his farm. The Com- 
forter was with him, and, sorely as he had been tried, 
his heart was not yet wholly broken ; and it was be- 
lieved tibat for years, he might outlive tiie blow tibat 
at first had seemed more than a mortal man might 
bear and be ! Yet that his wo, though Hdden, was 
dismal, all ere long knew, from certain tokens tiiat vat 
kenched his face — cheeks shrunk and &llen — brow 
not so much furrowed as scarred, eyes quenched, hair 
thinner and tiiinner far, as if he himself had torn it 
away^in handfuls during the solitude of midnight — 

and now absolutely as white as snow ; and over Ae 

20 
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whole man an indescribable ancientness far beyond his 
years — though they were many, and most of them 
had been passed in torrid climes — all showed how 
grief has its agonies as destructiye as those of guilt, 
and those the most wasting when they work in the 
heart and in the brain, unrelieved by the shedding of 
one single tear — when the very soul turns dry as 
dust, and life is imprisoned, rather than mingled, in 
the decaying — the mouldering body ! 

The Day of Trial came, and all labor was suspended 
in the parish, as if it had been a mourning fast. Hunr 
dreds of people from this remote district poured into 
the circuit-town, and besieged the court-house. Horse- 
men were in readiness, soon as the verdict should be 
returned, to carry the intelligence — of life or death 

— to all those glens. A few words will suffice to tell 
the trial, the nature of the evidence, and its issue. 
The prisoner, who stood at the bar in black, appeared 

— though miserably changed from a man of great 
muscular power and activity, a magnificent man, 
into a tall thin shadow — perfectly unappalled ; but 
in a face so white, and wasted, and wo-begone, the 
most profound physiognomist could read not one 
faintest symptom either of hope or fear, trembling or 
trust, guilt or innocence. He hardly seemed to be- 
long to this world, and stood fearfully and ghastly 
conspicuous between the officers of justice, above all the 
crowd that devoured him with their eyes, all leaning 
towards the bar to catch the first sound of his voice, 
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when to the indictment he should plead " Not Guilty." 
These words he did utter, in a hollow voice altogether 
passionless, and then waa suffered to sit down, which 
he did in a manner destitute of all emotion. During 
all the manj long hours of liia trial, he never moved 
head, limhs, or body except once, when he drank 
some water, wtuch he had not asked for, but which 
was {^veu to him by a friend. The evidence was en- 
tirely circumstantial, and consisted of a few damning 
facts, and of many of the very slightest sort, which, 
taken singly, seemed to moan nothing, but which, 
when considered all together, seemed to mean some- 
thing against him — how much, or how little, there 
were among the agitated audience many differing 
opijiions. But slight as they were, either singly or 
togotlijr, they told foarfiilly against the prisoner, 
when connected with the fatal few which no ingenuity 
could ever explain away — and though ingenuity did 
all it could do, when wielded by eloquence of the 
highest order — and as the prisoner's counsel sat 
down, there went a rustle and a buzz tlirough the 
court, and a communication of looks and whispers, 
that seemed to denote that there were hopes of his 
acquittal — yet, if such hopes there were, they were 
deadened by the recollection of the calm, clear, lo^- 
cal address to the jury by the counsel for the crown, 
and destroyed by the judge's charge, which amounted 
almost to demonstration of guilt, and concluded with a 
confession due to his oath and conscience, that ho saw 
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not how the jury could do their duiy to Iheur Creator 
and their fellow-creatures, but by returning one ver- 
dict. They retired to consider it; and, during a 
death-like silence, all eyes were bent on a death-like 
image. 

It had appeared in evidence, that the murder had 
been committed, at least all the gashes inflicted — for 
there were also finger-marks of strangulation — with 
a bill-hook, such as foresters use in lopping trees ; and 
several witnesses swore that the bill-hook which was 
shown them, stained with blood, and with hair stick- 
ing on the haft — belonged to Ludovic Adamson. It 
was also given in evidence — though some doubts rest- 
ed on the nature of the precise words — that on that 
day, in the room with the corpse, he had given a wild 
and incoherent denial to the question then put to him 
in the din, " What he had done with the bill-hook.'* 
Nobody had seen it in his possession since the spring 
before ; but it had been found, after several weeks' 
search, in a hag in the moss, in the direction that he 
would have most probably taken — had he been the 
murdet^r — when flying from the spot to the loch 
where he was seized. The shoes which he had on 
when taken, fitted the foot-marks on the ground, not 
far from the place of the murder, but not so perfectly 
as another pair which were found in the house. But 
that other pair, it was proved, belonged to the old 
man ; and therefore the correspondence between the 
foot-marks and the prisoner's shoes, though not per- 
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feet, was a oircumstance of much Bua^ddcm. Bat a 
far stronger fact, in this part of the evidence, Tree 
sworn to against the prisoner. Though there was no 
blood on his shoes — when apprehended his legs were 
bare — though that cuvumstance, strange as itmay 
seem, had never been noticed till he waa on the va; 
to prison ! His stockings had been next day found 
lying on the sward, near the shore of the loch, mani- 
festly after having been washed and laid out to dry in 
the sun. At mention of this circumstance a c(A.i 
shudder ran through the court ; bat neither that, nor 
indeed any other circumstance in the evidence — not 
even the account of the appearance which the mur- 
dered body exhibited when found on the moor, or 
when afterwards laid on the bed — extorted from the 
prisoner one groan — one sigh — ■ or touched the im- 
perturbable deathliness of his countenance. It was 
proved, that when searched — in prison, and not be- 
fore ; for the agitation that reigned over all assembled 
in the roum at Mooraidc that dreadful day, had con- 
founded even those accustomed to deal with suspected 
criminals — there were found in his pocket a small 
French gold watch, and also a gold brooch, which the 
ladies of the Castle had given to Jlarj^aret Buvnaide. 
On these being taken from Imn, he had said nothing, 
but looked aghast. A piece of torn and bloody paper, 
which had been picked up near the body, was sworn 
to be in his handwriting ; and though the moaning of 
the words — yet legible — was obscure, they seemed 
20" 
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to express a reqnest that Margaret wonld'meet him 
on the moor on that Saturday afternoon she was mur- 
dered. The words " Saturday " — " meet me " — 
^* last time," — were not indistinct, imd the paper was 
of the same quality and color with some found in a 
drawer in his bed-room at Moorside. It was proved 
that he had been drinking with some dissolute per- 
sons — poachers and the like — in a neighboring 
parish all Saturday, till well on in the afternoon, when 
he left them in a state of intoxication — and was then 
seen running along the hill side in the direction of the 
moor. Where he passed the night between the Sat- 
urday and the Sabbath, he could give no account, 
except once when unasked, and as if speaking to 
himself he was overheard by the jailer to mutter, 
"Oh! that fatal night— that fatal night!" And 
then, when suddenly interrogated, " Where were 
you ? " he answered, " Asleep on the hill ; " and 
immediately relapsed into a state of mental abstrao- 
tion. These were the chief circumstances against 
him, which his counsel had striven to explain away* 
That most eloquent person dwelt with affecting 
earnestness on the wickedness of putting any evil 
construction on the distracted behavior of the wretch- 
ed man when brought without warning upon the sudr 
den sight of the mangled corpse of the beautiful girl, 
whom all allowed he had most passionately and ten- 
derly" loved ; and he strove to prove — as he did 
prove to the conviction of many — that such behavior 
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was incompatible with such guilt, and almost cf itself 
established his innocence. All that was sworn to 
against him, as having passed in that dreadful room, 
was in truth for him — unless all our knowledge <rf 
the best and of the worst of human nature were not, 
as folly, to be given to the winds. He beseeched tibe 
jury, therefore, to look at all the other circumstaooefi 
that did indeed seem to bear hard upon the prisoner, 
in the light of his innocence, and not of his guilt, and 
that they would all fade into nothing. What mair 
tered his possession of the watch and other triid^ls ? 
Lovers as they were, might not the unhappy girl haw 
given them to him for temporary keepsakes ? Or 
might he not have taken them from her in some {Jay* 
ful mood, or received them — (and the brooch was 
cracked, and the mainspring of the watch broken, 
though the glass was whole) — to get them repaired 
in the town which he often visited, and she never ? 
Could human credulity for one moment believe thttt 
such a man as the prisoner at the bar had been sworn 
to be by a host of witnesses — and especially by that 
witness, who, with such overwhelming solemnity, had 
declared he loved him as his own son, and would have 
been proud if Heaven had given him such a son — he 
who had baptized ' him, and known him well ever 
Eonce a child — that such a man could rob the body ef 
her whom he had violated and murdered ? Jf, mider 
tiie instigation of the devil, he had violated ancTonn^ 
dered her, and for a moment were made ibe Udeom 
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supposition, did vast hell hold that demon whose yoiee 
would have tempted the violator and murderer — 
suppose him both — yea, that man at the bar — sworn 
to by all the parish, if need were, as a man of tenderest 
charities, and generosity unbounded — in the lust of 
lucre, consequent on the satiating of another lust — to 
rob his victim of a few tiinkets ! Let loose the wildest 
imagination into the realms of wildest wickedness, 
and yet they dared not, as they feared Gt)d, to credit 
for a moment the union of such appalling and such 
paltry guilt, in that man who now trembled not before 
them, but who seemed cut off from all the sensibilitieB 
of this life, by the scythe of Misery that had shorn 
him down ! But why try to recount, however feebly, 
the line of defence taken by the speaker, who on that 
day seemed all but inspired. The sea may overturn 
rocks, or fire consume them till they split in pieces ; 
but a crisis there sometimes is in man's destiny, which 
all the powers ever lodged in the lips of man, were 
they touched with a coal from heaven, cannot avert, 
and when even he who strives to save, feels and knows 
that he is striving all in vain — ay, vain, as a worm — 
to arrest the tread of Fate about to trample down ite 
victim into the dust. All hoped — many almost be- 
lieved — that the prisoner would be acquitted -^- that 
a verdict of " Not Proven," at least, if not of " Not 
Guilty," would be returned ; but they had not been 
sworn to do justice before man and before God— and, 
if need were, to seal up even the fountains of mercy 
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in their hearts — flowing, and easHj set »€»<Riiig, l^ 

8uc}i a apecta«le as tliat bar presented — a man al- 
ready seemiug to belong unto the dead ! 

In about a ([uarter of an hour the jury returned to 
the box — and the verdict having been sealed with 
black wax, was banded up to the Judge, who read, 
'* We unanimously find the ptiaoncr Guilty." Hfl 
tSien stood up to receive the sentence of death. Not 
a dry eye was in the court during the Judge's solemn 
and affecting address to the criminal ■ — except those 
of the shadow on whom had been pronounced the 
doom. " Your body will be hung in chains on the 
moor — on a gibbet erected on the spot where you 
murdered the victim of your unhallowed lust, and 
there will your bones bleach in the sun, and rattle in 
the wind, after the insects and the birds of the air 
have devoured your flesh ; and in all future times, the 
^Kit on which, God-forsaking and God-forsaken, you 
perpetrated that double crime, at which all humanity 
shuddere, will be looked on from afar by tho traveller 
passing through that lonesome wild with a sacred hor- 
ror ! " Here the voice of the Judge faltered, and he 
eovorod hia face with hia hands ; but the prisoner 
stood unmoved in figure, and in face untroubled — 
and when all was closed, was removed from the bar, 
the same ghostlike and unearthly phantom, seemingly 
unconscious of what had passed, or even of his own 
existence, 

Surely now he will sufifer his old father to visit him 
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in his cell ! " Once more only — only once more let 
me see him before I die ! " were his words to the 
clergyman of the parish, whose Manse he had so often 
visited when a young and happy boy. That servant 
of Christ had not forsaken him whom now all the 
world had forsaken. As free from sin himself as 
might be mortal and fallen man — mortal because 
fSallen — he knew from Scripture and from nature, 
that in " the lowest deep there is still a lower deep " 
in wickedness, into which all of woman bom may fall, 
unless held back by the arm of the Almighty Being, 
whom they must serve steadfastly in holiness and 
truth. He knew, too, from the same source, that 
man cannot sin beyond the reach of God's mercy ^— 
if the worst of all imaginable sinners seek, in a Bible- 
breathed spirit at last, that mercy through the Atone^ 
ment of the Redeemer. Daily — and nightly — he 
vbited that cell ; nor did he fear to touch the hand — 
now wasted to the bone — which at the temptation of 
the Prince of the Air, who is mysteriously suffered to 
enter in at the gates of every human heart that is 
guarded not by the flaming sword of God's own serar 
phim — was lately drenched in the blood of the meet 
innocent creature that ever looked on the day. Yet 
a sore trial it was to his Christianity to find the 
criminal so obdurate. He would make no confession. 
Yet said that it was fit — that it was fer best that 
he should die — that he deserved death! But ever 
when the deed without a name was alluded to, 
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luB tongue was tied ; and once in the nudst of so 

impassioned prayer, teseeclimg lim to listen to con- 
science and confess — ho that prayed shuddered to 
behold him frown, and to hear bnrsting out in terrible 
energy, " Cease — cease to torment me, or you will 
drive me to deny my God ! " 

No father came to visit him in his cell. On the 
day of trial he had been misaing from Moorside, and 
was seen next morning — (where he had been all 
night never was known — though it was afterwards 
rumored that one like him had been seen sitting, as 
the gloaming darkened, on the very spot of the mur- 
der) — wandering about the hills, hither and thither, 
and round and round about, like a man stricken with 
blindness, and vainly seeking to find his home. 
"When brought into the house, his senses were gone, 
and he had lost the power of speech. All he could 
do was to mutter some disjointed syllables, which he 
did continually, without one moment's cessation, one 
■unintelligible and moat rueful moan ! The figure of 
his daughter seemed to cast no imago on his eyes — 
blind and dumb he sat where he had been placed, 
perpetually wringing his hands, with his shaggy eye- 
brows drawn high up his forehead, and the fixed orbs 

— though stone blind at least to all real things — 
beneath them flashing fire. He had home up bravely 

— almost to the last — but had some tongue syllabled 
his son's doom in the sohtude, and at that instant had 
insanity smitten him ! 
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Such utter prostration of intellect had been ex- 
pected by none ; for the old man, up to the. very 
night before the trial, had expressed the ipost (HMofi- 
dent trust of his son's acquittal. Nothing had ever 
flerved to shake his conviction of his innocence •^- 
though he had always forborne speaking about the 
circumstances of the murder — and had oommum- 
cated to nobody any of the grounds on which he mere 
than hoped in a case so hopeless ; and thou^ a 
trouble in his eyes often gave the lie to his hps, when he 
used to say to the silent neighbors, '' We shall soon see 
him back at Moorside." Had his belief in Ludovio's 
innocence, and his trust in God that that innocence 
would be established and set free, been so sacred, 
that the blow when it did come, struck him like a 
hammer, and felled him to the ground, from which he 
had risen with a riven brain ? In whatever way the 
shock had been given, it had been terrible ; for oM 
Gilbert Adamson was now a confirmed lunatic, and 
keepers were in Moorside — not keepers from a mad- 
house — for his daughter could not afford such iend- 
ence — but two of her brother's friends, who sat up 
with him alternately, night and day, while the arms <^ 
the old man, in his distraction, had to be bound with 
cords. That dreadful moaning was at an end now ; 
but the echoes of the hills responded to his yelk aoid 
shrieks ; and people were afriad to go near ^e hoose. 
It was proposed among the neighbors to take AUee 
and Utile Ann out of it ; and an asylum fiw them 
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in the Mange ; but AHce would not stir at all their 
entreatiea ; and as, in auch a case, it would have been 
too shocking to tear her away by violence, she was 
Bofiered to remain with him who knew her not, but 
who often — it was said — stared dbtractedly upon her, 
as if she had been some fiend sent in upon his insanity 
from the place of punishment. Weeks passed on, 
and still she was there — hiding herself at times from 
those terrifying eyes ; and from her watching comer, 
wailing from mom till night, and from night till mom 
— for she seldom lay down to sleep, and had never 
undressed herself since that fatal sentence — for gome 
moment of exhausted horror, when she might steal 
out, and carry some slight gleam of comfort, however 
evanescent, to the glimmer or the gloom in which the 
brain of her Father swam through a dream of blood. 
But there were no lucid intervals ; and ever as she 
moved towards him, like a pitying angel, did he furi- 
ously rage against her, &3 if she had been a fiend. At 
last, she who, though yet so young, had lived to see 
- the murdered corpse of her dearest friend — murdered 
by her own only brother, whom, in secret, that mur- 
dered maiden had moat tenderly loved — that murder- 
ous brother loaded with prison-chains, aad condemned 
to the gibbet for inexpiable and unpardonable crimes — 
her fether raving like a demon, self-murderous, were 
his hands but free, nor visited by one glimpse of mercy 
from Him who rules the skies — after having borne 
more than, aa she meekly said, had ever poor girl 
21 
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borne, she took to her bed quite heart-broken, and^ 
the night before the day of execution, died. As for 
poor little Ann, she had been wiled away some weeks 
before ; and in the blessed thou^tlesfimess of chiMt 
hood, was not without hours of happiness among her 
playmates on the braes. 

The Morning of that Day arose, and the Moor was 
all blackened with people round the tall ^bbet, fhait 
seemed to have grown, with its horrid arms, out of tibe 
ground during the night. No sound of axes or ham- 
mers had been heard clinking during the dark hours 
— nothing had been seen passing along the road ; for 
the windows of all the houses from which any thing 
could have been seen, had been shut fast against all 
horrid sights — and the horses' hoofs and the wheeb 
must have been muffled that had brought that hideous 
Framework to the Moor. But there it now stood — a 
dreadful Tree ! The sun moved higher and higher 
up the sky, and all the eyes of that congregation were 
at once turned towards the east, for a dull sound, as 

rumbling wheels and trampling feet, seemed shiddng 
the Moor in that direction ; and lo ! surrounded with 
armed men on horseback, and environed with halberds, 
came on a cart, in which three persons seemed to be 
sitting, he in the middle all dressed in white — the 
death-clothes of the murderer — the unpii^ping shedder 
of most innocent blood. 

There was no bell to toll there — but at the very 
moment he was ascending the scaffold, a black doud 
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knelled thunder, and many Iiundreda of people all at 
once fell down upon their knees. The man in white 
lifted up his eyes, and said, " Lord God of Heaven ! 
and Thou his blessed Son, who died to save sinners ! 
accept this sacrifice ! " 

Not one iu all that immense crowd could h&ve known 
that that white apparition was Ludovic Adamson. 
His hair, that had been almost jet-black, was now wHte 
as his face — as his figure, dressed, as it seemed, for 
the grave. Are they going to execute the murderer 
in tis sliroud ? Stone-blind, and stone-deaf, there he 
stood — yet had he, without help, walked up the steps 
of the scaffold. A hymn of several voices arose — 
the man of God close beside the criminal, with the 
Biblo in hia uplifted hands ; but those bloodless lips 
bsA tio motion — with him this world was not, though 
yet he was in life — in life, and no more ! And was 
tihis the man who, a few months ago, fljn^g the fear 
of death from him, as a flash of sunshine flings aside 
the shades, had descended into that pit which an hour 
before had been bellowing, as the foul vapors exploded 
like cannons, and brought up the bodies of them who 
had polished in the womb of the earth ? Was this he 
who once leaped into the devouring fire, and re-ap 
peared, after all had given over for lost the glorious' 
boy, with an infant in his arms, while the flames seemed 
to eddy back, that they might scathe not the head of 
&e deliverer, and a shower of blessings fell upon him 
as he laid it in its mother's bosom, and made tlie heart 
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of the widow to sing for joj ? It is he. And now the 
executioner pulls down the cord from the beam, and 
fastens it round the criminal's neck. His face is 
already covered, and that fatal hankerchief is in his 
hand. The whole crowd are now kneeling, and one 
multitudinous sob convulses the air ; — when wild out- 
cries, and shrieks, and ^ells, are at that moment heard 
&om the distant gloom of the glen that opens up to 
Moorside, and three figures, one far in advance of the 
others, come fljing, as on the wings of the wind, to the 
gibbet. Hundreds started to their feet, and " 'Tis 
the maniac — 'tis the lunatic ! " was the cry. Pre- 
cipitating himself down a rocky hill-side, that seemed 
hardly accessible but to the goats, the maniac, the 
lunatic, at a few desperate leaps and bounds, just as 
it was expected he would have been dashed in pieces, 
alighted unstunned upon the level greensward ; and 
now, far ahead of his keepers, with incredible swift- 
ness neared the scaffold — and the dense crowd 
making a lane for him in their fear and astonishment, 
he flew up the ladder to the horrid platform, and 
grasping his son in his arms, howled dreadfully over 
him; and then with a loud voice cried, " Saved — saved 
— saved! " 

So sudden had been that wild rush, that all the 
officers of justice — the very executioner — stood 
aghast ; and now the prisoner's neck is free from that 
accursed cord — his face is once more visible without 
that hideous shroud — and he wks down senseless on 
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tii« scaffi)ld. " Seiie him — seize him I " ud h« was 
seized — but no mamac — no lunatic — waa ihe &dieT 
now — for during the night, and during the dawn, and 
during the morn, fttifl on to midday — on to the HoDB 
OP One — when all rueful preparations were to be 
completed — had Providence been clearing and calm- 
ing the tumult in that troubled brain ; and as the cot- 
tage clock struck OiSE, memory brightened at the chime 
into a perfect knowledge of the past, and proplietie 
imagination saw the future lowering upon the diamal 
present. All night long, with the cunning of a mad- 
man — for all niglit long be had still been mad — tha 
miserable old man had been disengaging bis hands from 
the manacles, and that done, springing like a wild 
beast from his cage, he flew out of the open door, nor 
could a horse's speed on that fearful road have over- 
taken him before he reached the scaffold. 

No need was thcro to hold the miserable man. He 
who had been so furious in his manacles at MooraidCj 
seemed now, to the people at a distance, calm as 
when he used to sit in the elder's scat beneath the 
pulpit in that small kirk. But they Who were near or 
on the scaffold, saw something horrid in the fixedness 
of his countenance, " Let go your hold of me, ye 
fools ! " he muttered to some of the mean wretches 
of the law, who still had him in their clutch — and 
tos^ng his hands on high, cried with a loud voice, — 
*' Give ear, ye Heavens ! and hear, Earth ! I am 
the Violator — I am the Murderer ! " 
21' 
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The moor groaned as in earthquake — and then ftU 
that congregation bowed their heads with a rustling 
noise, like a wood smitten by the wind. Had they 
heard aright the unimaginable confession ? His head 
had long been gray — he had reached the term allotted 
to man's mortal life here below — threescore and ten. 
Morning and evening, never had the Bible been out 
of his hands at the hour set apart for family worship. 
And who so eloquent as he in expounding its most 
dreadful mysteries ? The unregenerate heart of man, 
he had ever said — in scriptural phrase — was " dee- 
perately wicked." Desperately wicked indeed ! And 
now again he tcssed his arms wrathfully — so the wild 
motion looked — in the wrathful skies. " I ravished 
— I murdered her — ye know it, ye evil spirits in the 
depths of hell ! " Consternation now fell on the minds 
of all — and the truth was clear as light — and all 
eyes knew at once that now indeed they looked on the 
murderer. The dreadful delusion under which all 
their understandings had been brought by the power 
of circumstances, was by that voice destroyed — the 
obduracy of him who had been about to die was now 
seen to have been the most heroic virtue — the self- 
sacrifice of a son to save a father ftom ignominy and 
death. 

" monster, beyond the reach of redemption ! and 
the very day after the murder, while the corpse was 
lying in blood on the Moor, he wa^s with us in the 
House of Ood ! Tear him in pieces — rend him limb 
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from limb — tear him into a thousand pieces!" 
*' The Evil One had power given him to prevail 
agunst me, and I fell under the temptation. It waa 
ao written in the Book of Predestination, and the deed 
lies at the door of God ! " " Tear the blasphemer 
into pieces ! Let the scaffold drink hia blood!" — 
" So let it be if it be ao written, good people ! Satan 
never left me sinco the murder till this day — he eat 
by my side in the kii-k — when I waa ploughing in the 
field — there — ever as I came back from the other 
end of the furrow — he stood on the headrig — in the 
shape of a black sliadow. But now I see him not — 
he has returned to his den in the pit. I cannot im- 
a^e what I have been doing, or what haa been done to 
me, all the time between the day of trial and this of 
execution. Was I mad '! No matter. But you shall 
iiot hang Ludovic — -he, poor boy, is innocent; — 
here, look at him — here — I t«ll you again — ia the 
Violator and the Murderer!" 

But shall the mcu in authority dare to stay the ex- 
ecution at a maniac's words? If they dare not — that 
multitude will, now all rising together like the waves 
of the sea. " Cut the corda asunder that bind our 
Ludovic's arms," — a thousand voices cried ; and the 
murderer, unclasping a knife, that, all unknown to his 
keepers, he had worn in his breast when a maniac, 
sheared them asunder as the sickle shears the com. 
But his son stirred not — and on being lifted up by his 
father, gave not so much as a groan. His heart had 
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burst, and he was dead. No one touched the graj- 
headed murderer, who knelt down — not to pray — 
but to look into his son's eyes — and to examine his 
lips — and to feel his left breast — and to search out 
all the symptoms of a fainting-fit, or to assure himself, 
and many a corpse had the plunderer handled on iiie 
field after hush of the noise of battle — that this was 
death. He rose ; and standing forward on the edge 
of the scafifold, said, with a voice that shook not, deep, 
strong, hollow and hoarse — " Good people ! I am 
likemBe now the murderer of my daughter and of my 
son! and of myself! " Next moment the knife was 
in his heart — and he fell down a corpse on the corpse 
of his Ludovic. All round the sultry horizon the black 
clouds had for hours been gathering — and now came 
the thimder and the lightning — and the storm. 
Again the whole multitude prostrated themselves on 
the moor — and the Pastor, bending over the dead 
bodies, said, 

" This is Expiation ! " 
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III. 

Would I had been, £sdr Ines, 

That gallaDt cavalier, 

Who rode so gayly by thy side, 

And whisper'd thee so near ! 

Were there no bonny dames at home, 

Or no true lovers here. 

That he should cross the seas to win 

The dearest of the dear ? 

IV. 

I saw thee, lovely Ines, 

Descend along the shore, 

With bands of noble gentlemen, 

And banners waved before ; 

And gentle youth and maidens gay, 

And snowy plumes they wore ; 

It would have been a beautious dream, 

— If it had been no more ! 

v. 

Alas, alas, fair Ines, 

She went away with song, 

With Music waiting on her steps, 

And shoutings of the throng; 

But some were sad and felt no mirth. 

But only Music's wrong. 

In sounds that sang Farewell, farewell. 

To her you've loved so long. 

VI. 

Farewell, farewell, fair Ines, 
That vessel never bore 
So &ir a lady on its deck. 
Nor danced so Ught before, — 
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Alas for pleasure on the sea^ 

And sorrow on the shore ! 

The smile that blest one lover's heart 

Has broken many more ! 



LOVE. 



ANONYMOUS. 



Of all passions in the world, love not only is the 
most tyrannical, and takes the deepest hold, but it is 
also the speediest in its transformation, and in its 
change of the scenery around us ; nay, the scenery 
environing the heart. That love is the great sweets 
ener of life — the active and stirring principle — the 
spring which sets everything in motion — the vivid 
awakener, exponent, and representative of all the 
finest, most delicate, and most subtle movements in 
our spiritual nature, who can deny ? But as all minds 
differ, so all must love differently : the tasteful can 
love but with taste ; the delicate with delicacy ; the 
fervent and eager with high impellent strength, and 
burning completeness and abandonment. 

There is love which, once aroused — called to the 
surface from its tender fountain, and boiling up out of 
its placid depths, becomes like the torrent, sweeping on 
in impetuosity, rising up against and surmounting 
with fury all petty obstacles and small interruptions 



whioh 1^ eavj or cautious policy, Un «ol^ieaB vc 
vorldlineas of man seek to interposo to it. 

Love is such a ^ant power that it seema to gather 
strengtii from obstructions, and at everj difficulty 
lises to Ugher mi^t. It is all dominant — all con- 
tiering ; a grand leveler winch can bring down to its 
ewn vmiveraal line of eriualjzation the proudest heighta, 
and remove the most stubborn impediments : " like 
ileath, it levels all ranks, and lays the shepherd's crook 
beeide tiie soeptre." There is no hope of resialing 
■it, for it outwatches the most vigilent — submerges 
everything, acquritig strength as it proceods ; ever 
growing, nay, growing out of itself. Love is the light, 
ihe majesty of life : that principle to which, after all 
our straggling, and writhing, and twisting, all things 
muBt be resolved. Take it away, and what becomes 
<rf the world ! It is a barren wilderness ! A world 
of monumente, each standing upnght and crumbling ; 
an army of gray atones, without a chaplet, withoat a 
leaf to take off, with its ghmpse of green, their flat 
uiaipi^ty and offensive uniformity upon a ahmhleaa 
^lain. Things base and foul, creeping and obscure, 
withered, bloodless, and brainless, could alone spring 
firom such a marble hearted soil. 

Its vegetation must be fiint ; its grass but fields of 
tpiffulcB, like yriaie ooriU, shivering to the feet. Sandy 
desertB, sptinglesB, herblcas ; slatey rocks and lime- 
stone splinters, cold and impenetrable as Egyptian 
obelisks, scattered, to stand for ever in the profundity 
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of their own desolation, and to rear their ^ant shapes 
to a heaven of lead, whose clouds slug^shlj and 
ponderously move, like marble islands, in an atmos* 
phere of hopeless depression, stagnant and unmoving. 
Love is the sun of the moral world ; which revives, 
invigorates, calls into life, and illumines all objects ; 
^ves strength to the weak, fire to our plans and par- 
poses, brings about great things, and is at once the 
msdnspring and grand mover of all that is not only 
sweet, graceful, and beautiful in our constitution, but 
noble, bold, and aspiring. Love's darts are silver ; 
when they turn to fire in the noble heart they im- 
part a portion of that heavenly flame which is their 
element. Love is of such a refining, elevating char- 
acter, that it expels all that is mean and base ; bids 
us think great thoughts, do great deeds, and changes 
our common clay into fine gold. It illuminates oar 
path, dark and mysterious as it may be, with torchr 
ligihts lit from the one great light. Oh, poor, weak, 
and mexpressive are words when sought to strew, as 
with stars, the path and track of the expression of 
love's greatness and power ! Dull, pitiful, and cold ; 
a cheating, homy gleam, as strung stones by the side of 
precious gems, and the far-fiashing of the sparkling 
ruby with his heart of fire ! The blue eyes of tur- 
quoises, or the liquid light of the sapphire, should 
alone be tasked to spell along, and character our 
thou^ts of love. 



RECOLLECTIONS. 



BT MRS. NORTON. 



Do you remember all the sunny places, 

Where in bright days, long past, we played together ? 

Do you remember all the old home faces 

That gathered round the hearth in wintry weather ? 

Do you remember all the happy meetings, 

In Summer evenings round the open door — 

Kind looks, kind hearts, kind words and tender greetings 

And clasping hands whose pulses beat no more ? 

Do you remember them f 

Do you remember all the merry laughter ; 
The voices round the swing in our old garden : 
The dog that, when we ran, still followed after ; 
The teasing frolic, sure of speedy pardon : 
We were but children theriy young, happy creatures, 
And hardly knew how much we had to lose — 
But now the dreamlike memory of those features 
Comes back, and bids my darkened spirit muse. 

Do you ren^ember them ? 

Do you remember when we first departed 
From all the old companions who were round us, 
How very soon again we grew light-hearted, 
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And talked with smiles of all the links which bound us ? 

And after, when our footsteps were returning, 

With unfelt weariness, o'er hill and plain ; 

How our young hearts kept boiling up and burning, 

To think how' soon we'd be at home again, — 

Do you remember this ? 

Do you remember how the dreams of glory 

Kept fading from us like a fairy treasure ; 

How we thought less of bein^ famed in story. 

And more of those to whom our fame gave pleasure. 

Do you remember in far countries, weepings 

When a light breeze, a flower, hath brought to nundf 

Old happy thoughts, which till that hour were sleeping^ 

And made us yearn for those we left behind? 

Do you remember this? 

Do you remember when no sound 'woke gladly, 

But desolate echoes through our home were ringing, 

How for a while we talked — then paused full sadly, 

Because our voices bitter thoughts were bringing ? 

Ah me ! those days — those days ! my friend, my brodiery 

Sit down and let us talk of all our woe. 

For we have nothing left but one another ; — 

Yet where they went, old playmate, toe shall go — 

Let Uf remember tbii* 



.ekaHfeJ 



THE LAST CAB-DRIVER. 



I- 



Op all the cabriolet-drivere whom we ever had the 
honor and gratification of knowing by sight — and our 
acquaintance in this way has been moat extenaive — 
there is one who made an impression on our mind 
which can never be effaced, and vrho awakened in our 
bosom a feeling of admiration and respect, which we 
entertain a presentiment will never be called forth 
again by any human being. He was a man of most 
simple and prepossessing appearance. He was a 
brown- whiskered, white-hatted, no-coated, cab-man ; 
hia nose was generally red, and his bright blue eye 
not unfrequently stood out in bold rehef against a 
black border of artificial workmanship ; his boots were 
of the Wellington form, pulled up to meet his corduroy 
knee sraalls, or at least to approach as near them as 
their dimensions would admit of; and his neck was 
usually garnished with a bright yellow handkerchief. 
In summer he earned in his mouth a flower ; in winter, 
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a straw — slight, but to a contemplatiye mind, certain 
indications of a love of nature, and a taste for botany. 

His cabriolet was gorgeously painted — a bright 
red ; and wherever we went. City or West End, Pad- 
dington or Ilalloway, North, East, West, or South^ 
there was the red cab, bumping up against the posts 
at the street comers, and turning in and out, among 
hackney-coaches, and drays, and carts, and wagons, 
and omnibuses, and contriving by some strange means 
or other, to get out of places which no other vehicle 
but the red cab could ever by any poesibilify have con- 
trived to get into at all. Our fondness for that red 
cab was unbounded. How we should have hked to see 
it in the circle at Astloy's ! Our life upon it, that it 
should have performed such evolutions as would h«ve 
put the whole company to shame — Indian chiefii, 
knights, Swiss peasants, and all. 

Some people object to the exertion of getting into 
cabs, and others object to ihe difficulty of getting out 
of them ; we think both these are objeotions which 
take their rise in perverse and ill-<;onditioned mmds. 
The getting into a cab is a very pretty and graceM 
process, which, when well performed, is essentiaUy 
melo-dramatic. First, there is ihe expressive pantou 
mime of every one of the eighteen cabmen <m the 
stand, the moment you raise your eyes from the groond* 
Then there is your own pantomime in reply — quite a 
little ballet. Four cabs immediately leave the Btand, 
for your especial accommodation ; aiod the evolutions 
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of Uie animala irho draw tbem, ten beatitiful in ft* 
extreme, as thej grate the wheels of tjie cabs ftgaiMt 
the corb-stonea, and sport plajfullj in the keimd. 

You sinj;io out a particular cab, and dart awlftJy 
. towards it. One bound aud you are on the first step ; 
turn your body ligbtly round to the right, and yoa 
are on the second ; bend gracefully beneath the reins, 
working round to the left at the same time, and you 
are in the cab. There is no difficulty in finding a 
seat ; the apron knocks you comfortably into it at once, 
and off you go. 

The getting out of a cab, is, perhaps ratlier more 
complicated in its theory, and a shade more difficult 
in its execution. We have studied the subject a great 
deal, and we think the best way is, to throw yourself 
out, and trust to chance for alighting on your feet. If 
you make the driver alight first, and then throw your. 
self upon him, you will find that he breaks your fall 
materially. In the event of your contemplating an 
offer of eight-pence, on no account make the tender, 
or show the money, until you are safely on the pave- 
ment. It is very bad policy attempting to save the 
fourpence. You are very much in the power of a 
cabman, and he considers it a kind of fee not to do 
you any wilful damage. Any instruction, how- 
ever, in the art of getting out of a cab, is wholly un- 
necessary if you are going any distance, because the 
probability is, that you will be shot Ughtly out before 
you have completed the third mile. 

We are not aware of any instance on record in 
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which a cab-horse has performed three conaecatiye 
miles without going down once. What of ihat ? It 
is all excitement. And in these days of derangement 
of the nervous system and imiversal lassitude, people 
are content to pay handsomely for excitement ; where 
can it be procured at a cheaper rate ? 

But to return to the cab ; it was omnipresent. Toa 
had but to walk down Holbom, or Fleet-street, or any 
of the principal thoroughfares in which there is a great 
deal of traflSc, and judge for yourself. You had hardly 
turned into the street, when you saw a trunk or two, 
lying on the ground ; an uprooted post, a hat-box, a 
portmanteau, and a carpet-bag, strewed about in a very 
picturesque manner ; a horse in a cab standing by, 
looking about him with great unconcern ; and a crowd, 
shouting and screaming with delight, cooling their 
flushed faces against the glass windows of a chemist's 
shop. — " What 's the matter here, can you tell me ? " 
" O'ny a cab, sir." — " Any body hurt, do you know V/ 
** O'ny the fare, sir. I see him a tumin' the comer, 
and I ses to another gen'lm'n, ' that 's a reg'lar little 
OSS, that, and he 's a comin along rayther sweet, an't 
he ! ' — 'He just is,' ses the other gen'lm'n, yen bump 
they cums agin the post, and out flies the &re like 
bricks." Need we say it was the red cab ; or that 
the gentleman with the straw in his mouth, who 
emerged so coolly from the chemist's shop and philo^ 
sophically climbing into the little dickey, started off at 
fiill gallop, was the red cab's licensed driver ? 
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Tlie ubiquity of this red cab, and tbe influence it 
exercised orer the risible muscles of justice itself, was 
perfectly astonishing. You walked into the justice- 
room of the Mansionrhouse ; the whole court resounded 
with merriment. The Lord Mayor tiirew himself 
back in his chair, in a state of frantic delight «t hia 
own joke^ every vein in Mr. Hobler's countenance 
was swollen with lau^ter, partly at the Lord Mayor'a 
facetionsness, but more at his own ; the constablea 
and police-officers were (as in duty bound) in ecstacies 
at Mr. Hobler and the Lord Mayor combined ; and the 
very paupers, glancing respectfully at the beadk'a 
countenance, tried to smile, as even he relaxed. A 
tall, weazen-faced man, with an impediment in hia 
speech, would be endeavoring to state a case of impo- 
sition against the red cab's driver ; and the red cab's 
driver, and the Lord Mayor, and Mr. Hobler, would 
be having a little fun among themselves, to the inordir 
nate delight of every body but the complainant. la 
the end, justice would be so tickled with the red-cab* 
driver's native humor, that the fine would be miti- 
gated, and he would go away full gallop, in the red 
cab, to impose on somebody else without loss of time. 

The driver of the red cab, confident in the strength 
of his own moral principles, like many other philoso- 
phers, was wont to set the feelings and opinions of 
society at complete defiance. Generally speaking, 
perhaps, he would as soon carry a fare sa&ly to his 
destination, as be would upset hun — sooner, perhaft, 
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because in that case he not only got the money, but 
had the additional amusement of running a longer 
heat against some smart rival. But society made war 
upon him in the shape of penalties, and he must make 
war upon society in his own way. This was the re^ 
soning of the red-cab-driver. So, he bestowed a 
searching look upon the fare, as he put his hand in his 
waistcoat pocket, when he had gone half the mile, te 
get the money ready ; and if he brought forth eight 
pence, out he went. 

The last time we saw our friend was one wet even- 
ing in Tottenham-court-road, when he was engaged in 
a very warm and somewhat personal altercation witli 
a loquacious little gentleman in a green coat. Poor 
fellow ! there were great excuses to be made for him ; 
he had not received above eighten-pence more than 
his fare, and consequently labored under a great deal 
of very natural indignation. The dispute had attained 
a pretty considerable height, when at last the loqoa* 
cious little gentleman, making a mental calculation of 
the distance, and finding that he had already paid 
mare than he ought, avowed his unalterable determina- 
tion to " pull up " the cabman in the morning. 

" Now, just mark this, young man," said the little 
gentleman, " I'll pull you up to-morrow morning." 

" No ! will you though ? " said our friend, with a 
sneer. 

" I will," replied the little gentleman, " mark my 
words, that 's all. K I live till to-morrow morning, 
you shall repent this." 
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There was a steadiness of purpose, and indignation 
of speech, about the little gentleman, as he took an 
angry pinch of snuff, after this last declaration, which 
made a visible impression on the mind of the red-cab- 
driyer. He appeared to hesitate for an instant. It 
was only for an instant; his resolve was soon taken. 

" You *11 pull me up, will you ?" said our firiend. 

^^ I will," rejoined the little gentleman, with even 
greater vehemence than before. 

" Very well," said our friend, tucking up his shirt 
sleeves very calmly. " There '11 be three veeks for 
that. Wery good ; that '11 bring me up to the middle 
o' next month. Three veeks more would carry me 
on to my birth day, and then I 've got ten pound to 
draw. Imayaswellgetboard,lodgin', and washin', till 
then, out of the county, as pay for it myself; conse- 
quently here goes ! " 

So, without more ado, the red-cab-driver knocked 
the little gentleman down, and then called the police 
to take himself into custody, with all the civility in the 
world. 

A story is nothing without the sequel ; and there- 
fore, we may state, that to our certain knowledge, the 
board, lodging, and washiDg, were all provided in due 
course. We happen to know the &ct, for it came to 
our knowledge thus : We went over the House of 
Correction for the county of Middlesex shortly after, 
to witness the operation of tiie silent system ; and 
looked on all '' the wheels " witiii i^e greatest anxiety 
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in search of <rar long-lost friend. He was nowbere to 
be seen, however, and we hegBoi to Ihink that the Httle 
gentleman in the green coat must have relented, when, 
as we were traversing the kitchen-garden, whkh fiee 
in a sequestered part of the prison, we were starfclBd 
by hearing a voice, which apparently proceeded ftom 
the waU, pouring forth its soul in the plidntive air of 
^^ all round my hat," which was then just becoming 
to form a recognized portion of our national mu0io» 

We started. — " What voice is Ihat ?" said we- 

The Governor shook his head. 

"Sad fellow," he replied, "very sad. He poa-. 
tively refused to work on the wheel : so, after many 
trials, I was compelled to order him into solitary ooo- 
finement. He says he likes it very much thou^, 
and I am afraid he does, for he lies on his back on -Uie 
floor, and sings comic songs all day ! " 

Shall we add, that our heart had not deceived ns ; 
and that the comic singer was no other than our eager- 
ly-sought friend, the red-cab-driver ? 

We have never seen him since, but we have stroi^ 
reason to suspect that this noble individual was a dis- 
tant relative of a waterman of our acquaintance, wlio, 
on one occasion, when we were passing the coacfarstand 
over which he presides, after standing very quietiy to 
see a tall man struggle into a cab, ran upvefy briddy 
when it was all over (as his brethren invariably do,) 
and touching his hat, asked as a matter of course, far 
" a copper &fr the waterman." Now, the fare was 
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by no means a handsome man; and, "vramg very 
indignant at the« demand, he replied — ^^ Money 
What for 7 Gomeing np and looking at me, I Bixp- 
pose ? " — " Veil, sir," rejoined the waterman, with a 
smile of immoTable oomplacenoy, *' That 's worth 
twopence, at least." 

This identical waterman afterwards attained a very 
prominent station in society ; and as we know some« 
ihmg of his life, and have often thought of telling what 
we do know, perhaps we shall never have a better 
opportanity than the present. 

. Mr. William Barker, then, for that was the gentle- 
man's name. Mr. William Barker was bom bat 

why need we relate where Mr. William Barker was 
bom, or when ? Why scmtinize the entries in paro^ 
efaial ledgers^ or seek to penetrate the Lucinian mys- 
teries of lying-in hospitals ? Mr. William Barker wa$ 
bom, or he had never been. There is a son — there 
was a father. There is an effect — there was a cause. 
Surely this is sufficient information for the most Fat^ 
ma-like curiosity ; and, if it be not, we regret our ina- 
bility to supply any further evidence on the pcnnt. 
Gan there be a more satisfactory, or more strictly 
parliamentary course ? Impossible. 

We at once avow a similar inability to record at 

what precise period, or by what particular process, 

. this gentleman's patronymic, of William Barker, 

became cormpted into " Bill Boorker." Mr. Barker 

acquired a hi^ standing, and no inconsiderable repu- 
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tatioQy among the members <^ that profetBioii to whieh 
he more peculiarly devoted his ener^es ; and to them 
he was generally known, eiilier by the fiuniliar appeU 
lation of ^' Bill Boorker," or the flattering designatuB 
of '^ Aggerawatin Bill/' the latter bemg a playful and 
expressiye sobriquet, illustratiye of Mr. Barker's great 
talent in ^' aggerawatin " and rendering wild such 
subjects of her Majesty as are conveyed from place to 
place, through the instrumentality of omnibosea. Of 
the early life of Mr. Barker little is known, and even 
that little involved in considerable doubt and obscurity. 
A want of application, a restlessness of purpose, a 
iMrsting after porter, a love of all that is roving and 
cadger-like in nature, shared in common with many 
other great geniuses, appear to have been his leading 
characteristics. The busy hum of a parochial free 
school, and the shady repose of a counfy gaol, were 
alike inefficacious in producing the slightest alteration 
in Mr. Barker's disposition. His feverish attachment 
to change and variety, nothing could repress ; his na- 
tive daring no punishment could subdue. 

If Mr. Barker can be fairly said to have had any 
weakness in his earlier years, it was an amiable one- 
love ; love in its most comprehensive form — a love of 
ladies, liquids, and pocket-handkerchiefi. It was no 
selfish feeling ; it was not confined to his own posseo* 
sions, which but two many men regard with excbu&n 
complacency. No ; it was a nobler love — a general 
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principle. It extended itself with equal force to the 
property of other people. 

There is something very affecting in this. It is still 
more affecting to know, that such philanthropy is but 
imperfectly rewarded. Bow-Street, Newgate, and 
MUlbank, are a poor return for general bencYolence, 
eTincing itself in an irrepressible love for all created 
objects. Mr. Barker felt it so. After a lengthened 
interview with the highest legal authorities, he quitted 
his ungrateful country, with the consent, and at the 
expense, of its Government ; proceeded to a distant 
shore, and there employed himself, like another Gincin- 
natus, in clearing and cultivating the soil — a peaceful 
pursuit, in which a term of seven years glided ahnost 
imperceptibly away. 

Whether, at the expiration of the period we have 
just mentioned, the British Government required Mr. 
Barker's presence here, or did not require his reu- 
dence abroad, we have no distinct means of ascertain- 
ing. We should be inclined, however, to favor the 
latter position, inasmuch as we do not find that he was 
advanced to any other public post on his return, than 
the post at the comer of the Haymarket, where he 
officiated as assistant waterman to the hackney-coach- 
stand. Seated in this capacity, on a couple of tubs 
near the curb-stone, with a brass-plate and number 
suspended round his neck by a massive chain, and his 
ankles curiously enveloped in haybands, he is supposed 
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to have made those observations on hnman natare "wbkb 
exercised so material an influence over all hispioeeedr 
ings in later life. 

Mr. Barker had not officiated for many months in 
this capacity, when the appearance of the first omin- 
bus caused the public mind to go in a new direction, 
and prevented a great many hackney coaches from 
going in any direction at all. The genius of Mr* 
Barker at once perceived the whole extent of the in- 
jury that would be eventually inflicted on cab and 
coach stands, and, by consequence, bn water-men also, 
by the progress of the system of which the first omni- 
bus was a part. He saw, too, the necessity of adopt- 
ing some more profitable profession ; and his active 
mind at once perceived how much might be done in 
the way of enticing the youthfiil and unwary, and 
shoving the old and helpless into the wrong buss, «tid 
carrying them ofi*, until, reduced to despair, they ran- 
somed themselves by the payment of sixpence a-head, 
or, to adopt his own figurative expression in all its 
native beauty, " till they was rig'larly done over, and 
forked out the stumpy." 

An opportunity for realizing his fondest anticipations 
soon presented itself. Rumors were rife on tiie hack- 
ney-coach-stands, that a buss was building, to nm 
from Lisson-grove to the Bank, down Oxford-street and 
Holbom ; and the rapid increase of busses on the 
Paddington-road, encouraged the idea. Mr. Barker 
secretly and cautiously inquired in the proper quar- 
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ters. The report was correct; the "Royal Wit 
iiam " was to make its first journey on the following 
Monday. It was a crack affidr altogether. An en- 
terprising young cabman, of established reputation as 
a dashing whip — for he had compromised with the 
parents of three scrunched children, and just " worked 
out " his fine, for knocking down an old lady — was 
the driver ; and the spirited proprietor, knowing Mr. 
Barker's qualifications, appointed him to the yacant 
oflSce of cad on the very first application. The buss 
began to run, and Mr. Barker entered into a new suit 
of clothes, and on a new sphere of action. 

To recapitulate all the improvements introduced by 
this extraordinary man, into the omnibus system *— 
gradually, indeed, but surely, would occupy a far 
greater space than we are enabled to devote to this 
imperfect memoir. To him is imiversally assigned the 
original suggestion of the practice which afterwards 
became so general — of the driver of a second buss 
keeping constantly behind the first one, and driving 
the pole of his vehicle either into the door of the other, 
every time it was opened, or through the body of any 
lady or gentleman who might make an attempt to get 
into ib ; a humorous and pleasant invention, exhibiting 
all that originality of idea, and fine bold flow (tf 
spirits, so conspicuous in every action of this great 
man. 

Mr. Barker had opponents of course ; what man in 
public life has not ? But even his worst enemies can- 
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not deny that he has taken more old ladies and gende- 
men to Paddington who wanted to go to the Bank, and 
more old ladies and gentlemen to the Bank who wanted 
to go to Paddington, than any six men on the road ; and 
however much malevolent spirits may pretehd to doubt 
the accuracy of the statement, they well know it to be an 
established fact, that he has forcibly conveyed a variety 
of ancient persons of either sex, to both places, who had 
not the slightest or more distant intention of going 
any where at all. 

Mr. Barker was the identical cad who nobly distin. 
guished himself, sometime since, by keeping a trades- 
man on the step — the omnibus going at full speed all 
the time — till he had thrashed him to his entire satis- 
faction, and finally throwing him away, when he had 
quite done with him. Mr. Barker it ought to have 
been, who, honestly indignant at being ignominously 
ejected from a house of public entertainment, kicked 
the landlord in the knee, and thereby caused his 
death. We say it ought to have been Mr. Barker, 
because the action was not a common one, and could 
have emanated from no ordinary mind. 

It has now become matter of history ; it is recorded 
in the Newgate Calendar ; and we wish we could at- 
tribute this piece of daring heroism to Mr. Barker. 
We regret being compelled to state that it was not 
performed by him. Would, for the fanuly credit, 
we could add, that it was achieved by his brother ! 

It was in the exercise of the nicer details of his 
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profession, that Mr. Barker's knowledge of hnAiati 
nature was beautifully displayed. He could tell at^ 
glance where a passenger wanted to go to, and wouli' 
shout the name of the place accordingly, without tile 
slightest reference to the real destination of Ibe 
yehicle. He knew exactly the kind of old lady that 
would be too much flurried by the process of pushing 
in, and pulling out of the caravan, to discover where 
she had been put down, until too late ;- had an intuitive 
perception of what was passing in a passenger's mind 
when he inwardly resolved to " pull that cad up to- 
morrow morning ; " and never failed to make himself 
agreeable to female servants, whom he would place 
next the door and talk to all the way. 

Human judgment is never infallible, and it would 
occasionally happen that Mr. Barker experimentsdized 
with the timidity or forbearance of the wrong per* 
son, in which case a summons to a Police-office, wa8, 
on more than one occasion, followed by a coimnittal 
to prison. It was not in the power of trifles such SB 
these, however, to subdue the freedom of his spirit. 
As soon as they passed away, he resumed the duties 
of his profession with unabated ardor. 

We have spoken of Mr. Barker and of the red- 
cab-driver, in the past tense.' Alas! Mr. Barker 
has again become an absentee; and the class of 
men to which they both belonged are fast disappear- 
ing. Improvement has peered beneath the aprons 
of our cabs, and penetrated to the very innermost 
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recesses of our omnibuses. Dirt and fustion w3l 
vanish before cleanliness and livery. Slang will be 
^rgotten when civility becomes general ; and that 
enlightened, eloquent, sage, and profound body, the 
magistracy of London, will be deprived of half their 
amusement, and half their occupation. 
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COLERIDOE. 

All ibmights, all paBsions, all delighta, 
Whatever stirs this mortal frame, 
All are but mioisters of Love, 
And feed his eacred fl&me. 

Oft in my waking dreams do I 

Live o'er again that faappy hour, 

When midway on the mount Hay 

Beside the niin'd tower. 

The moonehine, stealing o'er the scene, 
Had blended with the lights of eve; 
And she was there, my hope, my joy, 
My own dear Genevieve ! 

She leant against the armed man, 

The statue of the armed knight; 

She stood and listen'd to my lay, 

Amid the lingering light 
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Few sorrows hath she of her own, 
My hope ! my joy ! my Genevieve ! 
She loves me best, whene'er I sing 
The songs that make her grieve, 

I played a soft and doleful air, 
I sang an old and moving story — 
An old rude song, that suited well 
That ruin wild and hoary. 

She listen'd vnth a flitting blush, 
With downcast eyes and modest grace ; 
For well she knew, I could not choose 
But gaze upon her &ce. 

I told her of the Knight that wore 
Upon his shield a burning brand ; 
And that for ten long years he wooed 
The Lady of the Land. 

I told her how he pined : and ah ! 
The deep, the low, the pleading tone 
With which I sang another's love. 
Interpreted my own. 

She listened with a flitting blush. 
With downcast eyes, and modest grace. 
And she forgave me, that I gazed 
Too fondly on her &ce. 

But when I told the cruel scorn 
That crazed that bold and lovely Knight^ 
And that he cross'd the mountain-woods, 
Nor rested day nor night; 
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That BOmstimes from the savage den, 
And Hometimes from tlie darksome ehade, 
And sometimes starting up at once 
In greea and Buntiy glade, 

There came and looked him in the tctce 
An angel beautiful and bright; 
And that he knew it was a Fiend, 
This miserable Knight! 

And that, unknowing what he did, 
He leap'd amid a murderous band, 
And saved from outrage vrorse than death 
The Lady of the Land! 

And how she wept, and ctaepM his knees j 
And how she tended liim in vain — 
And over strove to expiate 

The Bcorn that crazed bis brain. 

And that she nursed him in a cave ; 
And bow his madness went awaj, 
When on the yellow forest-leaves 
A dying man he lay. 

His dying words — but when I reach'd 

That tenderest strain of all the ditty, 

My faulicring voice and pausing harp, 

Disturbed ber soul with pity ! 

All impulses of soul and sense 
Had thrill'd my guiltless Genevieve ; 
The music and the doleftil tale, 
The rich and balmy eve ; 
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And hopes, and fean that kindle hfO/jfOf 
An undUtinguiBhable throng. 
And gentle wishes long subdued. 
Subdued and cherish'd long ! 

She wept with pity and delight, 
She blush'd with loye, and virgin shame ; 
And like the murmur of a dream, 
I heard her breath my name. 

Her bosom heaved — she stept aside^ 
As conscious of my look she stepp'd — 
Then suddenly, with timorous eye. 
She fled to me and wept. 

She half enclosed me with her arms^ 
She pressed me with a meek embrace ; 
And bending back her head, look'd upi. 
And gazed upon my &ce. 

T was partly Love, and partly Fear, 
And partly 't was a bashful art. 
That I might rather feel, than see, 
The swelling of her heart. 

I calm'd her fears, and she was calm. 
And told her love with virgin pride ; 
And so I won my Genevieve, 

My bright and beautious Bride. 
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This Houae of oura is a prison — this Study of 
ours a cell. Time has laid his fetters on our feet — 
fetters fine as the gossamer, but strong as Sampson's 
ribs, silken-soft to wise submission, but to v^n impa- 
tience galling as cankered wound tbat keeps ceaselessly 
eating into the bone. But while our bodily feet are 
thus bound by an inevitable and inexorable law, our 
mental wings are free as those of the lark, the dove, 
or the eagle — and they shall be expanded as of yore, 
in calm or tempest, now touching with their tips the 
bosom of tlds dearly beloved earth, and now aspiring 
heavenwards, beyond the realms of mist and cloud, 
even unto the very core of the still heart of that other- 
wise unapproachable sky which graciously opens to 
receive us on our flight, when, disencumbered of tlie 
burden of all grovelling thoughts, and strong in spirits 
uality, we exult to soar 

" Beyond thia visible diurnal sphere," 
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neaiing and nearing the native re^on of its own 
incomprehensible being. 

Now touching, we said, with their tips the bosom of 
this dearly beloved earth ! How sweet that attraction 
to imagination's wings ! How deHghtftd in that lower 
flight to skim along the green ground, or as now along 
the soft-bosomed beauty of the virgin snow ! We 
were asleep all night long — soimd asleep as children 
— while the flakes were falling, " and soft as snow on 
snow " were all the descendings of our untroubled 
dreams. The moon and all her stars were willing 
that their lustre should be veiled by that peaceful 
shower ; and now the sun, pleased with the purity of 
the morning earth, aU white as mnocence, looks down 
from heaven with a meek unmelting light, and still 
leaves undissolved the stainless splendor. There is 
frost in the air — but he " does his spiriting gently," 
studding the ground-snow thickly with diamonds, and 
shaping the tree-snow according to the peculiar and 
characteristic beauty of the leaves and sprays, on 
which it has alighted almost as gently as the dews of 
spring. You know every kind of tree still by its own 
spirit showing itself through that fairy veil — momen- 
tarily disguised from recognition — but admired the 
more in the sweet surprise with which again your 
heart salutes its familiar branches, all fancifully orna- 
mented with their snow foliage, that murmurs not 
like the green leaves of summer, that like the 
yellow leaves of autumn strews not the earth with de- 
cay, but often melts away into changes so invidble 



THS BOLT CBILS. 291 

and inaudible that joa wonder to find that it is all 
vanished, and to Bee the old tree agcun standing in ita 
own ffunt^green gloesy bark, with its many million 
buds, which perhaps fancy suddenly expands into a 
power of umbrage impenetrable to the sun in Scorpio. 
A sudden burst of sunshine ! bringing back the 
pensive s^urit &om the past to the present, and kind- 
ling it, till it dances hke light reflected from a burning 
mirror. A cheerful Sun-scene, though almost desti- 
tute of life. An undulating Laudsca.pe, hillocky and 
billy, but not mountainous, and buried under the 
weight of a day and night's incessant and continuous 
snow-feU. The weather has not been windy — and 
now that the Jakes have ceased falling, there is not a 
cloud to be seen, except some delicate braidings here 
and there along the cfdm of the Great Blue Sea of 
'Heaven. Most luminous is the sun, yet you can look 
straight on his face, almost with unwinking eyes, so 
mild, and mellow is bis large hght as it overflows the 
day. All enclosures have disappeared, aad you indis- 
tinctly ken the greater landmarks, such as a grove, a 
wood, a hall, a castle, a spire, a village, a town — the 
f^t haze of a far off and smokeless city. Most in- 
tense is the silence ; for all the streams are dumb, and 
the great river Ues hke a dead acrpcnt in the strath. 
Not dead — for, lo ! yonder one of his folds glitters — 
and in the glitter you see him moving — -white all the 
rest of his sullen length-is palsied by frost, and looks 
livid and more hvid at every distant and more distant 
winding. What blackens on that tower of snow ? 
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Grows roasting innameroiis on a huge tree — but fhey 
caw not in their hunger. Neither sheep nor catOe 
are to be seen or heard — but fliey are cared for ; — 
the folds and the farm-yards are all full of life — and 
the ungathered stragglers are safe in their instincts. 
There has been a deep fall — but no storm — and the 
silence, though partly that of suffering, is not that of 
death. Therefore, to the ima^nation, unsaddened by 
the heart, the repose is beautiful. The ahnost xm- 
broken uniformity of the scene — its simple and grand 
monotony — lulls all the thoughts and feelings into a 
calm, over which is breathed the gentle excitation of 
a novel charm, inspiring many fancies, all of a quiet 
character. Their range, perhaps, is not very exten- 
sive, but they all regard the homefelt and domestic 
charities of life. And the heart bums as here and 
there some human dwelling discovers itself by a wreath 
of smoke up the air, or as the robin redbreast, a 
creature that is ever at hand, comes flitting before 
your path with an almost pert flutter of his feathers, 
bold from the acquaintanceship he has formed with 
you in severer weather at the threshold or window of 
the tenement, which for years may have been the 
winter sanctuary of the " bird whom man loves best," 
and who bears a Christian name in every clime he in- 
habits. Meanwhile the sun waxes brighter and warmer 
in heaven — some insects are in the air, as if that 
moment called to life — and the mosses that may yet 
be visible here and there along the ridge of a wall or 
on the stem of a tree, in variegated lustra, frost^bri^t- 
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ened, seem to delight in the snow, and in no other 
season of the year to be so happy as in winter. Such 
gentle touches of pleasure animate one's whole being, 
and connect, by many a fine association, the emotions 
inspired by the objects of animate and of inanimate 
nature. 

Ponder on the idea — the emotipn of purity — and 
how finely soul-blent is the delight imagination feels in 
a bright hush of new-fallen snow ! Some speck or 
stain — however slight — there always seems to be on 
the most perfect whiteness of any other substance — 
or " dim suiFusion veils " it with some faint discolor 
— witness even the leaf of the lily or the rose. 
Heaven forbid that we should ever breathe aught but 
love and delight in the beauty of these consummate 
flowers ! But feels not the heart, even when the mid- 
summer morning sunshine is melting the dews on their 
fragrant bosoms, that their loveliness is " of the earth 
earthy" — faintly tinged or streaked, when at the 
very fairest, with a hue foreboding languishment and 
decay ? Not the less for its sake are those soulless 
flowers dear to us — thus owning kindred with them 
whose beauty is all soul enshrined for a short while on 
that perishable face. Do we not still regard the 
insensate flowers — so emblematical of what, in human 
life, we do most passionately love and profoundly pity 
— with a pensive emotion, often deapening into mel- 
ancholy that sometimes, ere the strong fit subsides, 
blackens into despair ! What pain doubtless was in 

24* 



894 FBISNOSHIP^S eiFT. 

Uie heart of the Ele^ac Poet of old, when he si^ed 
over the transitory beauty of flowers — 

** Conquerimur Datura brevis quam gratia Florum ! " 

But over a perfectly pure expanse of night-fallen snow, 
when unaffected by the gentle sun, the first fine frost 
has incrusted it with small sparkling diamonds, the 
prevalent emotion is joy. There is a charm in the 
sudden and total disappearance even of the grassy 
green. All the " old familiar faces " of nature are 
for a while out of sight, and out of mind. That white 
silence shed by heaven over earth carries with it, fjEur 
and wide, the pure peace of another region — almost 
another life. No image is there to tell of this restless 
and noisy world. The cheerfulness of reaUty kindles 
up our reverie ere it becomes a dream ; and we are 
glad to feel our whole being complexioned by the 
passionless repose. If we think at all of human life, 
it is only of the young, the fair, and the innocent. 
" Pure as snow," are words then felt to be most holy, 
as the image of some beautiful and beloved being 
comes and goes before our eyes — brought from a far 
distance in this our Uving world, or from a distance 
further still in a world beyond the grave — the image 
of a virgin growing up sinlessly to womanhood among 
her parents' prayers, or of some spiritual creature who 
expired long ago, and carried with her, her native in- 
nocence unstained to heaven. 
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Sach Sforitnal Oreatare — too BjuritoiJ long to 
sojoura below the skies — wert ttou — whose liBiag 
and whose setting — both most atar-like — brightened 
at once all thy native vale, and at once left it in dark- 
ness. Thy name has long slept In oar heart — and 
there let it sleep unbreathed — even as, when we are 
dreaming our way through some eohtary place, without 
naming it, we bless the beauty of some sweet wild- 
flower, pensively smiling to ns through the snow. 

The Sabbath retum-j on which, iu the little kirk 
among the hiUa, we saw thee baptized. Then comes a 
wavering glimmer of five sweet years, that to Thee, in 
all their varieties, were but m one delightful season, 
one blessed life — and, finally, that other Sabbath, on 
which, at thy own dying request — between servioeB 
thou wert buried . 

How mysterious are all thy ways and workings, 
gracious Nature ! ■ Thou who art but a name given by 
us to the Being in whom all things are and have life. 
Ere three years old, she, whose image is now with us, 
all over the small silvan world that beheld the evane^ 
cent revelation of her jmro oxistanoe, was called the 
*'Holy Child! " The tuint of sui — inherited from 
those who disobeyed in Paradise — seemed from hep 
fiuir clay to have been washed out at the baptismal 
font, and by her first infantine tears. So pious people 
almost betived, looking on her so unlike all other clut 
dren, in the aerenity of that habitual smile that clothed 
the creature's countenance with a wondrous beauty at 
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an age when on other infants is but faintly seen the 
dawn of reason, and ' their eyes look happy just 
hke the thoughtless flowers. So unlike all other chil* 
dren — but unlike only because sooner than they she 
seemed to have had given to her, even in the commun- 
ion of the cradle, an intimation of the being and Ihe 
providence of God. Sooner, surely, than through any 
other clay that ever enshrouded immortal spirit, 
da>vned the light of reUgion on the face of the " Holy 
Child." 

Her lisping language was sprinkled with words alien 
from common childhood's uncertain speech, that mur- 
murs only when indigent nature prompts ; and her own 
parents wondered whence they came, when first they 
looked upon her kneeling in an unbidden prayer. As 
one mild week of vernal sunshine covers the braes 
with primroses, so shone with fair and fragrant 
feeling — unfolded, ere they knew, before her parents' 
eyes — the divine nature of her who for a season was 
lent to them from the skies. She learned to read out 
of the Bible — almost without any teaching — they 
knew not how — just by looking gladly on the words, 
even as she looked on the pretty daisies on the green 
— till their meanings stole insensibly into her soul, and 
the sweet syllables, succeeding each other on the 
blessed page, were all united by the memories her 
heart had been treasuring every hour that her father 
or her mother had read aloud in her hearing fipom the 
Book of Life. " Suffer little children to come unto 
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me, and forbid them not, for of mich is the kingdom of 
heaven " — how wept her parents, as these the most 
affecting of our Savior's words dropt silver-sweet from 
her Ups, and continued in her upward eyes among the 
swimming tears ! 

Be not incredulous of this dawn of reason, wonder 
ful as it may seem to you, so soon becoming mom -*- 
almost perfect daylight — with the "Holy Child." 
Many such miracles are set before us — but we recog- 
nize them not, or pass them by with a word or a smile 
of short surprise. How leaps the baby in its mother's 
arms, when the mysterious charm of music thrills 
through its little brain ! And how learns it to modu- 
late its feeble voice, unable yet to articulate, to the 
melodies that bring forth all round its eyes a delighted 
smile ! Who knows what then may be the thoughts 
and feelings of the infant awakened to the sense of a 
new world, alive through all its being to sounds that 
haply glide past our ears unmeaning as the breath of 
the common air ! Thus have mere infants sometimes 
been seen inspired by music till, like small genii, they 
warbled spell-strains of their own, powerful to sadden 
and subdue our hearts. So, too, have infant eyes 
been so charmed by the rainbow irradiating the earth, 
that almost infant hands have been taught, as if by 
inspiration, the power to paint in finest colors, and to 
imitate, with a wondrous art, the skies so beautiful to 
the quick-awakened spirit of delight. What knowledge 
have not some children acquired, and gone down 
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scholars to their small nntimelj graves! Knoinng 
that such things have been — are — and will be — 
why art thou incredulous of the divine expansion of 
soul, so soon understanding the iMngs that are cUvine 
in the " Holy Child ?" 

Thus grew she in the eye of God, day by day wax- 
ing wiser and wiser in the knowledge that tends to- 
wards the skies ; and, as if some angel visitant were 
nightly with her in her dreams, awakening every mom 
with a new dream of thought, that brought with it a 
gift of more comprehensive speech. Yet merry she 
was at times with her companions among the woods 
and braes, though while they all were laughing, she 
only smiled; and the passing traveller, who xnigjht 
pause for a moment to bless the sweet creatures in 
their play, could not but single out one face among 
the many fair, so pensive in its paleness, a face to be 
remembered, coming from afar, like a mournful 
thought upon the hour of joy. 

Sister or brother of her own had she none — and 
often both her parents — who lived in a hut by itself 
up among the mossy stumps of the old decayed forest 
— had to leave her alone — sometimes even all the 
day long from morning tall night. But she no more 
wearied in her solitariness than does the wren in the 
wood. All the flowers were her friends — all the 
birds. The linnet ceased not his song for her, though 
her footsteps wandered into the green glade among 
the yellow broom, almost within reach of the spray 
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from which he poured his melody — the quiet eyes of 
his mate feared her not when her garments ahnost 
touched the bush where she brooded on her young. 
Shyest of the winged silvans, the cushat clapped not 
her wings away on the soft approach of such harmless 
footsteps to the pine that concealed her slender nest. 
As if blown from heaven, descended round her path 
the showers of the painted butterflies, to feed, sleep, 
or die — undisturbed by her — upon the wild-flowers 
— with wings, when motionless, undisiinguishable fit)m 
the blossoms. And well she loved the brown, busy, 
blameless bees, come thither for the honey-dews from 
a hundred cots sprinkled all over the parish, and all 
high overhead sailing away at evening, laden and 
wearied, to their straw-roofed skeps in many a hamlet 
garden. The leaf of every tree, shrub, and plant, 
she knew familiarly and lovingly in its own character- 
istic beauty ; and she was loath to shake one dew- 
drop from the sweetbrier-rose. And well she knew 
that all nature loved her in return — that they were 
dear to each other in their innocence — and that the 
very sunshine, in motion or in rest, was ready to come 
at the bidding of her smiles. Skilfrd those small 
white hands of hers among the reeds and rushes and 
osiers — and many a pretty flower-basket grew be- 
neath their touch, her parents wondering on their 
return home to see the handiwork of one who was 
never idle in her happiness. Thus early — ere yet 
but five years old — ^. did she earn her mite for the 
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sustenance of her own beautiful life. The russet giib 
she wore she herself had won — and thus Poverty, afc 
the door of that hut, became even like a Gnardiaii 
Angel, with the lineaments of heaven on her brow, and 
the quietude of heaven beneath her feet. 

But these were but her lonely pastimes, or gentle 
taskwork self-imposed among her pastimes, and itself 
the sweetest of them all, inspired by a sense of duty 
that still brings with it its own delight, aud hallowed 
by religion, that even in the most adverse lot changes^ 
davery into freedom — till the heart, insensible to the 
bonds of necessity, sings aloud for joy. The life 
within the life of the " Holy Child," apart from even- 
such innocent employments as these, and fi^m such 
recreations as innocent, among the shadows and the 
sunshine of those silvan haunts, was passed — let UB 
fear not to say the truth, wondrous as such worship 
was in one so very young — was passed in the worship 
of God ; and her parents — though sometimes even 
saddened to see such piety in a small creature like 
her, and afraid, in their exceeding love, that it betok-' 
ened an early removal from this world of one too per- 
fectly pure ever to be touched by its sins and sorrows 
— forbore, in an awful pity, ever to remove the Bible 
from her knees, as she would sit with it there, not at 
morning and at evening only, or all the Sabbath long 
as soon as they returned from the kirk, but often 
through all the hours of the longest and sunniest 
week-days, when, had she chosen to do so, there was 
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nothing to hinder her from going up the hill-side, or 
down to the little village, to play with the other chil- 
dren, always too happy when she appeared — nothing 
to hinder her but the voice she heard speaking in that 
Book, and the hallelujahs that, at the turning over of 
each blessed page, came upon the ear of the " Holy 
Child " from white-robed saints all kneeling before His 
throne in heaven. 

Her life seemed to be the same in sleep. Often at 
midnight, by the light of the moon shining in upon 
her little bed beside theirs, her parents leant over her 
face, diviner in dreams, and wept as she wept, her 
lips all the while murmuring, in broken sentences of 
prayer, the name of Him who died for us all. But 
plenteous as were her penitential tears — penitential 
in the holy humbleness of her stainless spirit, over 
thoughts that had never left a dimming breath on its 
purity, yet that seemed in those strange visitings to be 
haunting her as the shadows of sins — soon were they 
all dried up in the lustre of her returning smiles. 
Waking, her voice in the kirk was the sweetest among 
many sweet, as all the young singers, and she the 
youngest far, sat together by themselves, and within 
the congregational music of the psalm uplifted a sil- 
very strain that sounded like the very spirit of the 
whole, even like angelic harmony blent with a mortal 
song. But sleeping, still more sweetly sang the " Holy 
Child ; " and then, too, in some diviner inspiration 
tfian ever was granted to it while awake, her soul com- 

25 
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posed its own hymns, and set the sunple scriptmld 
words to its own mysterious music — the tunes die 
loved best gliding into one another, without once ever 
marring the melody, with pathetic touches interposed 
never heard before, and never more to be renewed ! 
For each dream had its own breathing, and manj- 
visioncd did then seem to be the sinless creature's 
sleep. 

The love that was borne for her all over the hill- 
region, and beyond its circling clouds, was almost such 
as mortal creatures might be thought to feel for soine 
existence that had visibly come from heaven. Yet all 
who looked on her, saw that she, like themselves, waS 
mortal, and many an eye was wet, the heart wist not 
why, to hear such wisdom falling from such lips ; for 
dimly did it prognosticate, that as short as bright wouH 
be her walk from the cradle to the grave. And tinis 
for the " Holy Child " was their love elevated by 
awe, and saddened by pity — and as by herself she 
' passed pensively by their dwellings, the same eyes 
that smiled on her presence, on her disappearance 
wept. 

Not in vain for others — and for herself,, oh ! what 
great gain ! — for those few years on earth did that 
pure spirit ponder on the word of God ! Other chil- 
dren became pious from their delight in her piety — 
for she was simple as the simplest among them all, and 
walked with them hand in hand, nor declined compan- 
ionship with any one that was good. But all grew 
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good by being witL her — and parents had but to 
whisper her name, and in a moment the passionate sob 
was hushed — the lowering brow .lighted — and the 
household in peace. Older hearts owned the power 
of the piety so far surpassing their thoughts ; and time- 
ha^ened simiers, it is said, when looking and listening 
to the " Holy Child," knew the error of their ways, 
and returned to the right path as at a voice from 
heaven. 

Bright was her seventh summer — the brightest, so 
the aged said, that had ever, in man's memory, shone 
over Scotland. One long, still, sunny, blue day fol- 
lowed another, and in the rainless weather, though the 
dews kept green the hills, the song of the streams was 
low. But paler and paler, in sunlight and moonlight, 
became the sweet face that had been always pale ; and 
the voice that had been always something mournful^ 
breathed lower and sadder still from the too perfect 
whiteness of her breast. No need — no fear — to tell 
her that she was about to die. Sweet whispers h£wi 
sung it to her in her sleep — and waking she knew it 
in the look of the piteous skies. But she spoke not 
to her parents of death more than she had often done 
— and never of her own. Only she seemed to love 
them with a more exceeding love — and was readier, 
even sometimes when no one was speaking, with a few 
drops of tears. Sometimes she disappeared — nor, 
when sought for, was found in the woods about the 
hut. And one day that mystery was cleared ; for a 
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shepherd saw her sitting by herself on a grassy moimd 
in a nook of the small solitary kirkyard, a long mile 
off among the hills, so lost in reading the Bible, that 
shadow or sound of his feet awoke her not ; and, igno^ 
rant of his presence, she knelt down and prayed — * 
for a while weeping, bitterly — but soon comforted by 
a heavenly calm — that her sins mi^t be for^veh 
her ! 

One Sabbath evening, soon after, as she was sitting 
beside her parents at the door of their hut, looking 
first for a long while on their faces, and then for along 
while on the sky, though it was not yet the stated hour 
of worship, she suddenly knelt down, and leaning on 
their knees, with hands clasped more fervently than 
her wont, she broke forth into tremulous sin^g of 
that hymn which from her lips they never heard with- 
out unendurable tears : 

'* The hour of my departure's come, 
I hear the voice that calls me home ; 
At last, O Lord, let trouble cease, 
And let thy servant die in peace ! " 

They carried her fainting to her little bed, and uttered 
not a word to one another till she revived. The shock 
was sudden, but not unexpected, and they knew now 
that the hand of death was upon her, although her 
eyes soon became brighter and brighter, they thought^ 
than they had ever been before. But forehead, cheeks, 
lips, neck, and breast, were all as white, and, to the 
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qtUY^ring hands that touched them, almost as cold as 
snow. Inc&ble was the bliss in those radiant eyes ; 
but the breath of words was frozen, and that hymn 
was almost her last farewell. Some few words she 
spake — and named the hour and day she wished to 
be buried. Her lips could then just faintly return the 
kiss, and no more — a film came over the now dim 
blue of her eyes — the father listened fcr her breath 
' — and then the mother took his place, and leaned her 
ear to the unbreathing mouth, long deluding herself 
with its lifelike smile ; but a sudden darkness in the 
room, and a sudden stillness, most dreadful both, con- 
vinced their unbelieving hearts at last, that it was 
death. 

All the parish, it might be said, attended her funeral 

— for none stayed away from the kirk that Sabbath 

— though many a voice was imable to join in the Psalm. 

N 

The little grave was soon filled up — and you hardly 
knew that the turf had been disturbed beneath which 
she lay. The afternoon service consisted but of a 
prayer •> — for he who ministered, had loved her with 
love unspeakable — and, though an old gray-haired 
man, all the time he prayed he wept. In the sobbing 
kirk her parents were sitting, but no one looked at 
them — and when the congregation rose to go, there 
they remained sitting — and an hour afterwards came 
out again into the open air, and parting with their pas- 
tor at the gate, walked away to their hut, overshadowed 
with the blessings of a thousand prayers. 

25* 
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And did her parents, soon after she was buried, dkr 
of broken hearts, or pine away disconsolately to their 
graves ? Think not that they, who were CfaristianB 
indeed, could be guilty of such ingratitude. " The 
Lord giveth, and the Lord taketh away — blessed be 
the name of the Lord ! " were the first words ihey 
had spoken by that bedside ; during many, many long 
years of weal or woe, duly every morning and night, 
these same blessed words did they utter when on their 
knees together in prayer — and many a thousand times 
besides, when they were apart, she in her silent hut, 
and he on the hill — neither of them unhappy in their 
solitude, though never again, perhaps, was his counte- 
nance so cheerful as of yore — and though often sud- 
denly amidst mirth or sunshine their eyos were seen to 
overflow. Happy had they been — as we mortal be- 
ings ever can be happy — during many pleasant years 
of wedded life before she had been bom. And happy 
were they — on the verge of old age — long after she 
had here ceased to be. Their Bible had indeed been 
an idle book — the Bible that belonged to " the Holy 
Child," — and idle all their kirk-goings with " the Holy 
Child," through the Sabbath-calm — had those inter- 
mediate years not left a power of bliss behind them 
triumphant over death and the grave. 
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I BRING fresh showers for the thirstiDg floworSi 

From the seas and the streams ; 
] bear light shades for the leaves when hud 

In their noonday dreams. 
From my wings are shaken the dews that WiAmu 

The sjveet buds every one, 
When rock'd to rest on their mothei^ breast, 

As she dances about the sun. 
I wield the flail of the lashing hail, 

And whiten the green plains undoTi 
And then again I dissolve it in rain, 

And laugh as I pass in thunder. 

I sifl the snow on the mountains below. 

And their great pines groan aghast; 
And all the night 't is my pillow white, 

While I sleep in the arms of the blast. 
Sublime on the towers of my skiey bowen, 

Lightning my pilot sits, 
In a cavern under is fetter 'd the thundef, 

It struggles and howls at fits ; 
Over earth and ocean, with gende motion 

This pilot is guiding me 
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Lured by the love of the genii that move 

Id the depths of the purple sea ; 
Over the rills, and the crags, and the hills, 

Over the lakes and the plains. 
Wherever he dream, under mountain or stream, 

The Spirit he loves remains ; 
And I all the while bask in heaven's blue smile, 

Whilst he is dissolving in rains. 

The sanguine sunrise, with his meteor eyes. 

And his burning plumes outspread, 
Leaps on the back of my sailing rack. 

When the morning^star shines dead. 
As on the jag of a mountain crag, 

Which an earthquake rocks and swings, 
An eagle alit one moment may sit 

In the light of its golden wings. 
And when sunset may breathe, from the lit sea beneath, 

Its ardors of rest and of love. 
And the crimson pall of eve may fall 

From the depth of heaven above. 
With wings folded I rest, on mine airy nest, 

As still as a brooding dove. 

That orbed maiden, with white fire laden. 

Whom mortals call the moon. 
Glides glimmering o'er my fleece-like floor. 

By the midnight breezes strewn ; 
And wherever the beat of her unseen feet, 

Which only the angels hear, 
May have broken tlie woof of my tent's thin roof, 

The stars peep behind her and peer ; 
And I laugh to see them whirl and flee, 

Like a swarm of golden bees. 
When I widen the rent in my wind-built tent, 
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Till the calm rivers, lakes, and seas. 
Like strips of the sky &llen through me on high, 
Are each paved with the moon and these. 

I bind the sun's throne with a burning zone, 

And the moon's with a girdle of peari ; 
The volcanoes are dim, and the stars reel and swim, 

When the whirlwinds my banner unfuri. 
From cape to cape, with a bridge-like shape. 

Over a torrent sea, 
Sunbeam-proof, I hang like a roof. 

The mountains its columns be. 
The triumphal arch through which I march 

With hurricane, fire, and snow. 
When the powers of the air are chainM to my chair, 

Is the million-color'd bow ; 
The sphere-fire above its soft colors wove, 

While the moist earth was laughing below. 

I am the daughter of earth and water. 

And the nursling of the sky ; 
I pass through the pores of the ocean and shores ; 

I change, but I cannot die. 
For after the rain, when with never a stain. 

The pavilion of heaven is bare. 
And the winds and sunbeams with their convex gleams. 

Build up the blue dome of air, 
I silently laugh at my own cenotaph, 

And out of the caverns of rain, 
Like a child from the womb, like a ghost from the tomb, 

I arise and unbuild it again. 
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BY SHELLEY. 
I. 

Th£ waters are flashing, 
The white hail is dashing, 
The lightnings are glancing. 
The hoar-spray is dancing — 
Away! 

The whirlwind is rolling, 
The thunder is tolling, 
The forest is swinging. 
The minster-bells ringing — 
Come away ! 

The Earth is like Ocean, 
Wreck-strewn and in motion 
Bird, beast, man and worm 
Have crept out of the storm — 
Come away ! 

II. 

<< Our boat has one sail, 
And the helmsman is pale ; — 
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A bold pilot I trow, 
^ Who should follow us now," — 
Shouted He — 

And she cried : " Ply the oar ! 
Put off gaily from sliore !" 
As she spoke, bolts of death 
Mix'd with hail speckM their path 
O'er the sea. 

And from isle, tower and rock, 
The blue beacon cloud broke, 
And though dumb in the blast. 
The red cannon flash'd fast 
From the lee. 

III. 

" And fear'st thou, and fear'et thou ? 
And sec'st tlicu, and hear'st thou ? 
And drive we not free 
O'er the terrible sea, 
I and thou?" 

One boat-cloak did cover 
The loved and the lover — 
Tlieir blood beats one measure, 
They murmur proud pleasure 
Soft and low ; — - 

While around the lash'd Ocean, 
Like mountains in motion. 
Is withdrawn and uplifted, 
Sunk, shattered and shifted. 
To and fro. 
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IV. 

Id the court of the fortress, 
Beside the pale portress, 
Like a blood-hound well beaten, 
The bridegroom stands, eaten 
By shame ; 

On the topmost watch-turret, 
As a death-boding spirit, 
Stands the gray tyrant father, 
To his voice the mad weather 
Seems tame ; 

And with curses as wild 
As ere clung to child. 
He devotes to the blast 
The best, loveliest, and last 
Of his name! 
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